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XIX 

Tony went toward his messenger, who, as she saw 
Rose apparently leaving the garden, pressingly 
called out : " Would you, Miss Armiger, very kindly 
go over for EiBe ? She wasn't even yet ready," she 
explained as she came back up the slope with her 
friend, "and I was afraid to wait after promising 
Paul to meet him." 

"He's not here, you see," said Tony; "it's he 
who, most ungallantly, makes you wait. Never 
mind ; you'll wait with me." He looked at Rose as 
they overtook her. "Will you go and bring the 
child, as our friend here asks, or is such an act as 
that also, and still more, inconsistent with your 
mysterious principles ? " 

" You must kindly excuse me," Rose said directly 
to Jean. " I've a letter to write in the house. Now 
or never — I must catch the post." 

" Don't let us keep you, then," Tony returned, 
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" ru go over myself — as soon as Paul comes 
back." 

" ru send him straight out" And Rose Armiger 
retired in good order. 

Tony followed her with his eyes; then he ex- 
claimed : " It's, upon my soul, as if she couldn't 

trust herself ! " His remark, which he checked, 

dropped into a snap of his fingers while Jean Martle 
wondered. 

" To do what ? " she asked. 

Tony hesitated. "To do nothing! The child's 
all right ? " 

" Perfectly right. It's only that the great Gorham 
has decreed that she's to have her usual little supper 
before she comes, and that, with her ribbons and 
frills all covered with an enormous bib, Effie had 
just settled down to that extremely solemn 
function." 

Tony in his turn wondered. "Why shouldn't 
she have her supper here ? " 

'' Mi, you must ask the great Gorham ! " 

" And didn't you ask her ? " 

'* I did better — I divined her," said Jean. " She 
doesn't trust our kitchen." 
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Tony laughed. " Does she apprehend poison ? " 

'^She apprehends what she calls 'sugar and 
spice.' " 

" ' And all that's nice ? ' Well, there's too much 

that's nice here, certainly! Leave the poor child 

then, like the little princess you all make of her, to 

her cook and her * taster,' to the full rigour of her 

royalty, and stroll with me here till Paul comes out 

to you." He looked at his watch and about at the 

broad garden where the shadows of the trees were 

still and the long afternoon had grown rich. '* This is 

remarkably peaceful, and there's plenty of time." 

Jean concurred with a murmur as soft as the stir of 

the breeze, a " Plenty, plenty," as serene as if, to 

oblige Tony Bream, so charming a day would be 

sure to pause in its passage. They went a few steps, 

but he stopped again with a question. ''Do you 

know what Paul wants of you ? " 

Jean looked a moment at the grass by her feet. 
" I think I do." Then raising her eyes without shy- 
ness, but with unqualified gravity, " Do you know, 
Mr. Bream ? " she asked. 
" Yes — I've just now heard." 
" From Miss Armiger ? " 
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*' From Miss Armiger. She appears to have had 
it from Paul himself." 

The girl gave out her mild surprise. '' Why has 
he told her?" 

Tony hesitated. ''Because she's such a good 
person to tell things to." 

'' Is it her immediately telling them again that 
makes her so ? " Jean inquired with a faint smile. 

Faint as this smile was, Tony met it as if he had 
been struck by it, and as if indeed, in the midst of 
an acquaintance which four years had now conse- 
crated, he had not quite got used to being struck. 
That acquaintance had practically begun, on an un- 
forgettable day, with his opening his eyes to it 
from an effort which had been already then the effort 
to forget — ^his suddenly taking her in as he lay on 
the sofa in his hall. From the way he sometimes 
looked at her it might have been judged that he had 
even now not taken her in completely — that the act 
of slow, charmed apprehension had yet to melt into 
accepted knowledge. It had in truth been made 
continuous by the continuous expansion of its object. 
If the sense of lying there on the sofa still sometimes 
came back to Tony, it was because he was interested 
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in not interrupting by a rash motion the process 
taking place in the figure before him, the capricious 
rotation by which the woman peeped out of the child 
and the child peeped out of the woman. There was 
no point at which it had begun and none at which 
it would end, and it was a thing to gaze at with an 
attention refreshingly baffled. The frightened child 
had become a tall, slim nymph on a cloud, and yet 
there had been no moment of anything so gross as 
catching her in the act of change. If there had been 
he would have met it with some punctual change of 
his own ; whereas it was his luxurious idea — unob- 
scured till now — that in the midst of the difference 
so delightfully ambiguous he was free just not to 
change, free to remain as he was and go on liking 
her on trivial grounds. It had seemed to him that 
there was no one he had ever liked whom he could 
like quite so comfortably : a man of his age had had 
what he rather loosely called the " usual " flashes of 
fondness. There had been no worrying question of 
the light this particular flash might kindle ; he had 
never had to ask himself what his appreciation of 
Jean Martle, might lead to. It would lead to exactly 
nothing — ^that had been settled all round in advance. 
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This was a happy, lively provision that kept every- 
thing down, made sociability a cool, public, out-of- 
door sSair, without a secret or a mystery — confined 
it, as one might say, to the breezy, sunny forecourt 
of the temple of friendship, forbidding it any dream 
of access to the obscure and comparatively stu% 
interior. Tony had acutely remarked to himself that 
a thing could be led to only when there was a practi- 
cable road. As present to him to-day as on that 
other day was the little hour oi violence — so 
strange and sad and sweet — ^which in his life had 
efiectually suppressed any thoroughfare, making 
this expanse so pathless that, had he not been 
looking for a philosophic rather than a satiric 
term, he might almost have compared it to a 
desert. He answered his companion's inquiry 
about Rose's responsibility as an informant after 
he had satisfied himself that if she smiled exactly 
as she did it was only another illustration of a 
perfect instinct That instinct, which at any time 
turned all talk with her away from flatness, told 
her that the right attitude for her now was the 
middle course between anxiety and resignation. 
*'If Miss Armiger hadn't spoken," he said, "I 
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shouldn't have known. And of course Fm in- 
terested in knowing." 

" But why is she interested in your doing so ? " 
Jean asked. 

Tony walked on again. '' She has several reasons. 
One of them is that she greatly likes Paul and that, 

greatly liking him, she wishes the highest happiness 
conceivable for him. It occurred to her that as I 
greatly like a certain young lady I might not 
unnaturally desire for that young lady a correspond- 
ing chance, and that with a hint," laughed Tony, 
" that she really is about to have it, I might perhaps 
see my way to putting in a word for the dear boy in 
advance." 

The girl strolled beside him, looking quietly before 
her. '' How does she know," she demanded, 
" whom you * greatly like * ? " 

The question pulled him up a little, but he resisted 
the impulse, constantly strong in him, to stop again 
and stand face to face with her. He continued to 
laugh and after an instant he replied: "Why, I 
suppose I must have told her." 

" And how many persons will she have told ? " 

" I don't care how many," Tony said, " and I 
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don't think you need care either. Every one but she — 
from lots of observation — knows we're good friends, 
and it's because that's such a pleasant old story with 
us all that I feel as if I might frankly say to you 
what I have on my mind." 

" About what Paul may have to say ? " 

" The first moment you let him." 

Tony was going on when she broke in : " How 
long have you had it on your mind ? " 

He found himself, at her challenge, just a trifle 
embarrassed. " How long ? " 

''As it's only since Miss Armiger has told you 
that you've known there's anything in the air." 

This inquiry gave Tony such pause that he met it 
first with a laugh and then with a counter-appeal. 
"You make me feel dreadfully dense! Do you 
mind my asking how long you yourself have known 
that what may be in the air is on the point of 
alighting ? " 

" Why, since Paul spoke to me." 

'' Just now — before you went to Bounds ? " Tony 
wondered. " You were immediately sure that that's 
what he wants ? " 

" What else can he want ? He doesn't want so 
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much/' Jean added, ''that there would have been 
many alternatives.'* 

" I don't know what you call * much ' ! " Again 
Tony wondered. "And it produces no more eflFect 

upon you " 

"Than I'm showing to you now?" the girl 
asked. " Do you think me dreadfully stolid ? " 

" No, because I know that, in general, what you 
show isn't at all the full measure of what you feel. 
You're a great little mystery. Still," Tony blandly 
continued, "you strike me as calm — as quite sub- 
lime — for a young lady whose fate's about to be 
sealed. Unless, of course, you've regarded it," he 
added, " as sealed from far away back." 

They had strolled, in the direction they had 
followed, as far as they could go, and they neces- 
sarily stopped for a turn. Without taking up his 
last words Jean stood there and looked obscurely 
happy, as it seemed to him, at his recognition of her 
having appeared as quiet as she wished. "You 
haven't answered my question," she simply said. 
"You haven't told me how long you've had it on 
your mind that you must say to me whatever it is 
you wish to say." 
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^ Why 18 it important I should answer it ? " 

^^Only because you seemed positively to imply 
that the time of your canying'your idea about had 
been of the shortest. In the case of advice, if to 
advise is what you wish ^ 

** It is what I wish/' Tony interrupted ; " strangely 
as it may strike you that, in regard to such a matter 
as we refer to, one should be eager for such a 
responsibility. The question of time doesn't signify 
— ^what signifies is one's sincerity. I had an 
impression, I confess, that the prospect I a good 
while ago supposed you have accepted had — what 
shall I call it? — ^rather faded away. But at the 
same time I hoped" — and Tony invited his com- 
panion to resume their walk — ''that it would 
charmingly come up again." 

Jean moved beside him and spoke with a colourless 
kindness which suggested no desire to challenge or 
cross-question, but a thoughtful interest in anything, 
in the connection in which they were talking, that he 
would be so good as to tell her and an earnest 
desire to be clear about it. Perhaps there was 
also in her manner just the visible tinge of a 
confidence that he would tell her the absolute truth. 
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" I sec. You hoped it would charmingly come up 
again." 

'' So that on learning that it is charmingly coming 
up, don't you see ? " Tony laughed, " Fm so agree- 
ably agitated that I spill over on the spot. I want, 
without delay, to be definite to you about the really 
immense opinion I have of dear Paul. It can't do 
any harm, and it may do a little good, to mention 
that it has always seemed to me that we've only got 
to give him time. I mean, of course, don't you 
know," he added, " for him quite to distinguish him- 
self." 

Jean was silent a little, as if she were thoroughly 
taking this home. "Distinguish himself in what 
way ? " she asked with all her tranquillity. 

" Well — in every way," Tony handsomely replied. 
" He's full of stiiflF— there's a great deal of him : too 
much to come out all at once. Of course you know 
him — ^you've known him half your life ; but I see 
him in a strong and special light, a light in which 
he has scarcely been shown to you and which 
puts him to a real test. He has ability; he has 
ideas ; he has absolute honesty ; and he has more- 
over a good stiff back of his own. He's a fellow of 
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head ; he's a fellow of heart. In short he's a man 
of gold." 

" He's a man of gold," Jean repeated with punctual 
acceptance, yet as if it mattered much more that 
Tony should think so than that she should. '' It 
would be odd," she went on, " to be talking with 
you on a subject so personal to myself if it 
were not that I've felt Paul's attitude for so long 
past to be rather publicly taken for granted. 
He has felt it so, too, I think, poor boy, and 
for good or for ill there has been in our situa- 
tion very little mystery and i)erhaps not much 
modesty." 

" Why should there be, of the false kind, when 
even the true has nothing to do with the matter ? 
You and Paul are great people: he's the heir- 
apparent and you're the most eligible princess in 
the Almanach de Gotha. You can't be there and be 
hiding behind the window-curtain : you must step 
out on the balcony to be seen of the populace. Your 
most private affairs are affairs of state. At the 
smallest hint like the one I just mentioned even an 
old dunderhead like me catches on — he sees the 
strong reasons for Paul's attitude. However, it's 
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not of that so much that I wanted to say a word. 
I thought perhaps you'd just let me touch on your 
own." Tony hesitated ; he felt vaguely disconcerted 
by the special quality of stillness that, though she 
moved beside him, her attention, her expectation 
put forth. It came over him that for tHe purpose of 
his plea she was almost too prepared, and this made 
him speculate. He stopped short again and, uneasily, 
'' May I light one more cigarette ? " he asked. She 
assented with a flicker in her dim smile, and while 
he lighted he was increasingly conscious that she 
waited. He met the deep gentleness of her eyes 
and reflected afresh that if she was always beautiful 
she was beautiful at different times from different 
sources. What was the source of the impression 
she made on him at this moment if not a kind 
of refinement of patience, in which she seemed 
actually to hold her breath ? " In fact," he said 
as he threw away his match, '* I have touched on 
it — I mean on the great hope we all have that 
you do see your way to meeting your friend as he 
deserves." 

" You ' all ' have it ? " Jean softly asked. 

Tony hesitated again. " I'm sure I'm quite right 
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io «pcakiiig for Wilverley at large. It takes the 
grantcfl interest in Paul, and I needn't at this time 
of dajr remind you of the interest it takes in yourself. 
Btfiy I repeat, what I meant more particularly to utter 
wa^ my own special confidence in your decision. 
JS<nr diat Vm fully enlightened it comes home to me 
liMf aa regards such a possibility as your taking 
yo»r place here as a near neighbour and a permanent 
bjeod''— and Tony fixedly smiled— "why, I can 
wljr feel the liveliest suspense. I want to make 
tb^roogbly sure of you ! " 

/ean took this in as she had taken the rest ; after 
wbidi she simply said : " Then I think I ought to 
tell you that I shall not meet Paul in the way that 
what youVe so good as to say seems to point 
to.- 

Tooy had made many speeches, both in public 
aod in private, and he had naturally been exposed 
to replies of the incisive no less than of the massive 
iM-der. But no check of the current had ever made 
him throw back his head quite so far as this 
brief and placid announcement. "You'U not meet 
him ?•• 

^ I shall never marry him." 
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He undisguisedly gasped. '' In spite of all the 
reasons ? " 

"Of course IVc thought the reasons over — 
often and often. But there are reasons on the 
other side too. I shall never marry him/* she 
repeated. 



XX 



It wm singular that though half an hour before he 
had not felt the want of the assurance he had just 
asked of her, yet now that he saw it definitely with- 
held it took an importance as instantly as a mirror 
takes a reflection. This importance was so great that 
he found himself suddenly scared by what he heard. 
Me thought an instant with intensity. " In spite of 
knowing that you'll disappoint " — he paused a little 
— " the universal hope ? " 

'' I know whom I shall disappoint ; but I must 
bear that. I shall disappoint Cousin Kate." 

" Horribly," said Tony. 

" Horribly." 

" And poor Paul— to within an inch of his life." 

** No, not poor Paul, Mr. Bream ; not poor Paul 
in the least," Jean said. She spoke without a hint 
of defiance or the faintest ring of bravado, as if for 
mere veracity and lucidity, since an opportunity quite 
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unsought had been forced upon her. '' I know about 
poor Paul. It's all right about poor Paul," she 
declared, smiling. 

She spoke and she looked at him with a sincerity 
so distilled, as he felt, from something deep within 
her that to pretend to gainsay her would be in the 
worst taste. He turned about, not very brilliantly, 
as he was aware, to some other resource. " You'll 
immensely disappoint your own people." 

"Yes, my mother and my grandmother — they 
both would like it. But they've never had any 
promise from me." 

Tony was silent awhile. "And Mrs. Beever — 
hasn't she had ? " 

"A promise? Never. I've known how much 
she has wanted it. But that's all." 

"Ah, that's a great deal," said Tony. "If, 
knowing how much she has wanted it, you've come 
back again and again, hasn't that been tantamount 
to giving it ? " 

Jean considered. "I shall never come back 
again." 

" Ah, my dear child, what a way to treat us ! " 
her friend broke out. 

VOL. II B 
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She took no notice of this; she only went 
on: "Months ago — the last time I was here — an 
assurancei of a kind^ was asked of me. But even 
then I held off." 

" And you've gone on with that intention ? " 

He had grown so serious now that he cross- 
questioned her, but she met him with a promptitude 
that was touching in its indulgence. *' I've gone on 
without an intention. I've only waited to see, to 
feel, to judge. The great thing seemed to me to 
be sure I wasn't unfair to Paul. I haven't been — 
I'm not unfair. He'll never say I've been — I'm sure 
he won't. I should have liked to be able to become 
his wife. But I can't." 

" You've nevertheless excited hopes," said Tony. 
" Don't you think you ought to consider that a little 
more?" His uneasiness, his sense of the unex- 
pected, as sharp as a physical pang, increased so 
that he began to lose sight of the importance of 
concealing it ; and he went on even while something 
came into her eyes that showed he had not concealed 
it. " If you haven't meant not to do it, you've, so 
far as that goes, meant the opposite. Therefore 
something has made you change." 
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Jean hesitated. " Everything has made me 
change." 

" Well," said Tony, with a smile so strained that 
he felt it almost pitiful| " we've spoken of the dis- 
appointment to others, but I suppose there's no use 
in my attempting to say anything of the disappoint- 
ment to me. That's not the thing that, in such a 
case, can have much effect on you." 

Again Jean hesitated : he saw how pale she had 
grown. "Do I understand you tell me that you 
really desire my marriage ? " 

If the revelation of how he desired it had not 
already come to him the deep mystery of her beauty 
at this crisis might have brought it on the spot — a 
spectacle in which he so lost himself for the minute 
that he found no words to answer till she spoke 
again. " Do I understand that you literally ask me 
for it?" 

" 1 ask you for it — I ask you for it," said Tony 
Bream^ 

They stood looking at each other like a pair who, 
walking on a frozen lake, suddenly have in their 
ears the great crack of the ice. " And what are your 
reasons ? " 
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" ril tell you my reasons when you tell me yours 
for having changed." 

" I've not changed," said Jean. 

It was as if their eyes were indissolubly engaged. 
That was the way he had been looking a while 
before into another woman's, but he could think at 
this moment of the exquisite difference of Jean's. 
He shook his head with all the sadness and all 
the tenderness he felt he might permit himself to 
show just this once and never again. ''You've 
changed — ^you've changed." 

Then she gave up. " Wouldn't you much rather 
I should never come back ? " 

"Far rather. But you wiU come back/' said 
Tony. 

She looked away from him at last — turned her 
eyes over the place in which she had known none 
but emotions permitted and avowed, and again 
seemed to yield to the formidable truth. " So you 
think I had better come back — so different ? " 

His tenderness broke out into a smile. "As 
different as possible. As different as that will be just 
all the difference," he added. 

She appeared, with her averted face, to consider 
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intently how much '' all " might in such a case prac- 
tically amount to. But " Here he comes " was what 
she presently replied. 

Paul Beever was in sights so freshly dressed that 
even at a distance his estimate of the requirements 
of the occasion was visible from his necktie to his 
boots. Adorned as it unmistakably hSid never been, 
his great featureless person moved solemnly over 
the lawn. 

" Take him then — take him ! " said Tony Bream. 

Jean, intensely serious but with agitation held at 
bay^ gave him one more look, a look so infinitely 
pacific that as, at Paul's nearer approach, he turned 
away from her, he had the sense of going off with a 
sign of her acceptance of his solution. The light in 
her face was the light of the compassion that had 
come out to him, and what was that compassion but 
the gage of a relief, of a promise ? It made him 
walk down to the river with a step quickened to 
exhilaration ; all the more that as the girl's eyes 
followed him he couldn't see in them the tragic 
intelligence he had kindled, her perception — from 
the very rhythm of the easy gait she had watched 
so often — that he really thought such a virtual 
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confession to her would be none too lavishly repaid 
by the effort for which he had appealed. 

Paul Beever had in his hand his little morocco 
case, but his glance also rested, till it disappeared, 
on Tony's straight and swinging back. 'Tve 
driven him away," he said. 

" It was time," Jean replied. " EflSe, who wasn't 
ready for me, must really come at last." Then 
without the least pretence of unconsciousness she 
looked straight at the small object Paul carried. 

Observing her attention to it he also dropped his 
eyes on it, while his hands turned it round *and 
round in apparent uncertainty as to whether he had 
better present it to her open or shut. " I hope you 
won't be as indifferent as Effie seems to be to the 
pretty trifle with which I've thought I should like to 
commemorate your birthday." He decided to open 
the case and with its lifted lid he held it out to her. 
" It will give me great pleasure if you'll kindly accept 
this little ornament." 

Jean took it from him — she seemed to study it a 
moment. "Oh Paul, oh Paul!" — her protest was 
as sparing as a caress with the back of the 
hand. 
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" I thought you might care- for the stone," he 
said. 

" It's a rare and perfect one — it's magnificent." 

" Well, Miss Armiger told me you would know." 
There was a hint of relaxed suspense in Paul's tone. 

Still holding the case open his companion looked 
at him a moment. " Did sA^ kindly select it ? " 

He stammered, colouring a little. " No ; mother 
and I did. We went up to London for it ; we had 
the mounting designed and worked out. They took 
two months. But I showed it to Miss Armiger and 
she said you'd spot any defect." 

" Do you mean," the girl asked, smiling, " that if 
you had not had her word for that you would have 
tried me with something inferior ? " 

Paul continued very grave. "You know well 
enough what I mean." 

Without again noticing the contents of the case she 
softly closed it and kept it in her hand. ''Yes, 
Paul, I know well enough what you mean." She 
looked round her; then, as if her old familiarity 
with him were refreshed and sweetened: "Come 
and sit down with me." She led the way to a 
garden bench that stood at a distance from Mrs. 
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Beever's tea-table, an old green wooden bench that 
was a perennial feature of the spot. "If Miss 
Armiger knows that I'm a judge," she pursued as they 
went, " it's, I think, because she knows everything 
—-except one, which I know better than she." She 
seated herself, glancing up and putting out her free 
hand to him with an air of comradeship and trust. 
Paul let it take his own, which he held there a 
minute. "I knowj/ew." She drew him down, and 
he dropped her hand ; whereupon it returned to his 
little box, which, with the aid of the other, it tightly 
and nervously clasped. " I can't take your present. 
It's impossible," she said. 

He sat leaning forward with his big red fists on 
his knees. " Not for your birthday ? " 

"It's too splendid for that — it's too precious. 
And how can I take it for that when it isn't for that 
you offer it ? How can I take so much, Paul, when 
I give you so little ? It represents so much more 
than itself— a thousand more things than I've toy 
right to let you think I can accept. I can't pretend 
not to know — I must meet you half way. I want to 
do that so much — to keep our relations happy, happy 
always, without a break or a cloud. They will be — 
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they'll be beautiful. We've only to be frank. They 
are now : I feel it in the kind way you listen to me. 
If you hadn't asked to speak to me I should have 
asked it myself. Six months ago I promised I would 
tell you, and I've known the time was come." 

" The time is come, but don't tell me till you've 
given me a chance," said Paul. He had listened 
without looking at her, his little eyes pricking with 
their intensity the remotest object they could reach. 
"I want so to please you — to make you take a 
favourable view. There isn't a condition you may 
make, you know, of any sort whatever, that I won't 
grant you in advance. And if there's any induce- 
ment you can name that I've the least capacity to 
offer, please regard it as offered with all my heart. 
You know everything — ^you understand ; but just let 
me repeat that all I am, all I have, all I can ever be 
or do " 

She laid her hand on his arm as if to help, not to 
stop him. "Paul, Paul — ^you're beautiful!" She 
brushed him with the feather of her tact, but he 
reddened and continued to avert his big face, as if 
he were aware that the moment of such an assertion 
was scarcely the moment to venture to show it. 
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"You're such a gentleman!" Jean went on — ^this 
time with a tremor in her voice that made him 
turn. 

" That's the sort of fine thing I wanted to say to 
you^^^ he said. And he was so accustomed, in any 
talk, to see his interlocutor suddenly laugh that his 
look of benevolence covered even her air of being 
amused by these words. 

She smiled at him ; she patted his arm. " You've 
said to me far more than that comes to. I want 
you— oh, I want you so to be successful and happy ! " 
And her laugh, with an ambiguous sob, suddenly 
changed into a burst of tears. 

She recovered herself, but she had brought tears 
into his own eyes. " Oh, that's of no consequence ! 
I'm to understand that you'll never, never ? " 

" Never, never." 

Paul drew a long, low breath. "Do you know 
that every one has thought you probably would ? " 

"Certainly, I've known it, and that's why I'm 
glad of our talk. It ought to have come sooner. 
You thought I probably would, I think " 

" Oh, yes ! " Paul artlessly broke in. 

Jean laughed again while she wiped her eyes. 



THE OTHER HOUSE 27 

"That's why I call you beautiful. You had my 
possible expectation to meet." 

" Oh, yes ! " he said again. 

" And you were to meet it like a gentleman. I 
might have — but no matter. You risked your life — 
youVe been magnificent." Jean got up. "And 
now, to make it perfect, you must take this back." 

She put the morocco case into his submissive 
hand, and he sat staring at it and mechanically turn- 
ing it round. Unconsciously, musingly he threw it 
a little way into the air and caught it again. Then 
he also got up. "They'll be tremendously down 
on us." 

"On 'us'? On me, of course — but why on 
you ? " 

" For not having moved you." 

"You've moved me immensely. Before me — 
let no one say a word about you ! " 

" It's of no consequence," Paul repeated. 

"Nothing is, if we go on as we are. We're 
better friends than ever. And we're happy ! " Jean 
announced in her triumph. 

He looked at her with deep wistfulness, with 
patient envy. " You are I " Then his eyes took 
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the direction to which her attention at that moment 
passed : they showed him Tony Bream coming up 
the slope with his little girl in his hand. Jean went 
down instantly to welcome the child, and Paul turned 
away with a grave face, giving at the same time 
another impulsive toss to the case containing the 
token she had declined. 



XXI 

He directed his face to the house, however, only to 
find himself in the presence of his mother, who had 
come back to her tea-table and whom he saw veri- 
tably glare at the small object in his hands. From this 
object her scrutiny jumped to his own countenance, 
which, to his great discomfort, was not conscious of 
very successfully baffling it. He knew therefore a 
momentary relief when her observation attached 
itself to Jean Martle, whom Tony, planted on the 
lawn, was also undisguisedly watching and who was 
already introducing Effie to the treasure laid up in 
the shade of the tea-table. The girl had caught up 
the child on her strong young arm, where she sat 
robust and radiant, befrilled and besashed, hugging 
the biggest of the dolls ; and in this position — erect, 
active, laughing, her rosy burden, almost on her 
shoulder, mingling its brightness with that of her 
crown of hair, and her other hand grasping, for 
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Effie's further delight, in the form of another puppet 
from the pile, a still rosier imitation of it — antici- 
pated quickly the challenge, which, as Paul saw, 
Mrs. Beever was on the point of addressing 
her. 

" Our wonderful cake's not coming out ? " 

" It's too big to transport," said Mrs. Beever : " it's 
blazing away in the dining-room." 

Jean Martle turned to Tony. " I may carry her 
in to see it ? " 

Tony assented. "Only please remember she's 
not to partake." 

Jean smiled at him. " I'll eat her share ! " And 
she passed swiftly over the lawn while the three 
pair of eyes followed her. 

'' She looks," said Tony, " like the goddess Diana 
playing with a baby-nymph." 

Mrs. Beever's attention came back to her son. 
" That's the sort of remark one would expect to hear 
from you ! You're not going with her ? " 

Paul showed vacant and vast. " I'm going in." 

" To the dining-room ? " 

He wavered. " To speak to Miss Armiger." 
His mother's gaze, sharpened and scared, had 
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reverted to his morocco case. " To ask her to keep 
that again ? " 

At this Paul met her with spirit. " She may keep 
it for ever!" Giving another toss to his missile, 
while his companions stared at each other, he took 
the same direction as Jean. 

Mrs. Beeverj disconcerted and flushed, broke out 
on the spot to Tony. " Heaven help us all — she 
has refused him ! " 

Tony's face reflected her alarm. " Pray, how do 
you know ? " 

"By his having his present to her left on his 
hands — a jewel a girl would jump at ! I came back 

to hear it was settled " 

" And you haven't heard it's not ! " 
" What I haven't heard I've seen. That it's ' not ' 
sticks out of them ! If she won't accept the gift," 
Mrs. Beever cried, " how can she accept the giver ? " 
Tony's appearance, for some seconds, was an echo 
of her question. "Why, she just promised me she 
would!" 

This only deepened his neighbour's surprise. 

" Promised you ? " 

Tony hesitated. " I mean she left me to infer 



32 THE OTHER HOUSE 

that I had determined her. She was so good as to 
listen most appreciatively to what I had to say." 

" And, pray, what had you to say ? " Mrs. Beever 
asked with austerity. 

In the presence of a rigour so immediate he found 
himself so embarrassed that he considered. " Well 
— everjrthing. I took the liberty of urging Paul's 
claim." 

Mrs. Beever stared. " Very good of you ! What 
did you think you had to do with it ? " 

" Why, whatever my great desire that she should 
accept him gave me." 

" Your great desire that she should accept him ? 
This is the first I've heard of it." 

Once more Tony pondered. " Did I never speak 
of it to you ? " 

" Never that I can remember. From when does 
it date ? " Mrs. Beever demanded. 

" From the moment I really understood how much 
Paul had to hope." 

" How ' much ' ? " the lady of E^astmead derisively 
repeated. " It wasn't so much that you need have 
been at such pains to make it less ! " 

Tony's comprehension of his friend's discomfiture 
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was written in the smile of determined good humour 
with which he met the asperity of her successive 
inquiries; but his own uneasiness, which was not 
the best thing in the world for his temper, showed 
through this superficial glitter. He looked suddenly 
as blank as a man can look who looks annoyed. 
" How in the world could I have supposed 1 was 
making it less ? " 

Mrs. Beever faltered in her turn. "To answer 
that question I should need to have been present at 
your appeal." 

Tony's eyes put forth a fire. " It seems to me 
that your answer, as it is, will do very well for a 
charge of disloyalty. Do you imply that I didn't act 
in good faith ? " 

"Not even in my sore disappointment. But I 
imply that you made a gross mistake." . 

Tony lifted his shoulders ; with his hands in his 

pockets he had begun to fidget about the lawn — 

bringing back to her as he did so the worried figure 

that, in the same attitude, the day of poor Julia's 

death, she had seen pace the hall at the other house. 

" But what the deuce then was I to do ? " 

" You were to let her alone." 
VOL. II g 
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*' Ah, but I should have had to begin that earlier ! " 
he exclaimed with ingenuous promptitude. 

Mrs. Beever gave a laugh of despair. "Years 
and years earlier ! " 

" I mean," returned Tony with a blush, " that 
from the first of her being here I made a point of 
giving her the impression of all the good I thought 
of Paul." 

His hostess continued sarcastic. "If it was a 
question of making points and giving impressions, 
perhaps then you should have begun later still I " 
She gathered herself a moment ; then she brought 
out : " You should have let her alone, Tony Bream, 
because you're madly in love with her ! " 

Tony dropped into the nearest chair; he sat 
there looking up at the queen-mother. "Your 
proof of that's my plea for your son ? " 

She took full in the face his air of pity for her 
lapse. " Your plea was not for my son — ^your plea 
was for your own danger." 

" My own ' danger ' ? " Tony leaped to his feet 
again in illustration of his security. "Need I 
inform you at this time of day that I've such 
a thing as a conscience ? " 



^ 
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" Far from it, my dear man. Exactly what I 
complain of is that youVe quite too much of one." 
And she gave him, before turning away, what might 
have been her last look and her last word. " Your 
conscience is as big as your passion, and if both 
had been smaller you might perhaps have held your 
tongue ! " 

She moved off in a manner that added emphasis 
to her words, and Tony watched her with his hands 
still in his pockets and his long legs a little apart. 
He could turn it over that she accused him, after 
all, only of having been a particularly injurious 
fool. " I was under the same impression as you," 
he said " — the impression that Paul was safe." 

This arrested and brought her sharply round. 
"And were you under the impression that Jean 
was ? " 

" On my honour — as far as I'm concerned ! " 

"It's of course of you we're talking," Mrs. 
Beever replied. " If you weren't her motive are 
you able to suggest who was ? " 

" Her motive for refusing Paul ? " Tony looked 
at the sky for an inspiration. " I'm afraid I'm too 
surprised and distressed to have a theoiy." 
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" Have you one by chance as to why, if you 
thought them both so safe, you interfered ? " 

" ' Interfered ' is a hard word," said Tony. " I 
felt a wish to testify to my great S3rmpathy with 
Paul from the moment I heard — what I didn't at all 
know — that this was the occasion on which he was, 
in more senses than one, to present his case." 

"May I go so far as to ask," said Mrs. Beever, 
"if your sudden revelation proceeded from Paul 
himself?" 

" No — ^not from Paul himself." 
" And scarcely from Jean, I suppose ? " 
" Not in the remotest degree from Jean." 
"Thank you," she replied; "you've told me." 
She had taken her place in a chair and fixed her 
eyes on the ground. " Tve something to tell you 
myself, though it may not interest you so much." 
Then raising her eyes : " Dennis Vidal is here." 
Tony almost jumped. " In the house ? " 
"On the river — paddling about." After which, 
as his blankness grew, "He turned up an hour 
ago," she explained. 

" And no one has seen him ? " 

"The Doctor and Paul. But Paul didn't know^ " 
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" And didn't ask ? " Tony panted. 

" What does Paul ever ask ? He's too stupid ! 
Besides, with all my affairs, he sees my people come 
and go. Mr. Vidal vanished when he heard that 
Miss Armiger's here." 

Tony went from surprise to mystification. " Not 
to come back ? " 

" On the contrary, I hope, as he took my boat." 

" But he wishes not to see her ? " 

" He's thinking it over." 

Tony wondered. "What, then, did he come 
for?" 

Mrs. Beever hung fire. " He came to see Effie." 

*' Effie ? " 

" To judge if you're likely to lose hen" 

Tony threw back his head. " How the devil does 
that concern him ? " 

Again Mrs. Beever faltered; then, as she rose, 
" Hadn't I better leave you to think it out ? " she 
demanded. 

Tony, in spite of his bewildered face, thought it 
out with such effect that in a moment he exclaimed : 
" Then he still wants that girl ? " 

'* Very much indeed. " That's why he's afraid " 
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Tony took her up. " That EfHe may die ? " 

'' It's a hideous thing to be talking about," said 
Mrs. Beever. "But you've perhaps not forgotten 
who were present ! " 

"I've not forgotten who were present! I'm 
greatly honoured by Mr. Vidal's solicitude," Tony 
continued; "but I beg you to tell him from me 
that I think I can take care of my child." 

"You must take more care than ever," Mrs. 
Beever pointedly observed. " But don't mention him 
to A^r/" she as sharply added. Rose Armiger's 
white dress and red parasol had reappeared on the 
steps of the house. 



XXII 

At the sight of the two persons in the garden Rose 
came straight down to them, and Mrs. Beever, 
sombre and sharp, still seeking relief in the oppor-* 
tunity for satire, remarked to her companion in a 
manner at once ominous and indifferent that her 
guest was evidently in eager pursuit of him. Tony 
replied with gaiety that he awaited her with fortitude, 
and Rose, reaching them, let him know that as she 
had something more to say to him she was glad he 
had not, as she feared, quitted the garden. Mrs. 
Beever hereupon signified her own intention of 
taking this course : she would leave their visitor, as 
she said, to Rose to deal with. 

Rose smiled with her best grace. " That's as I 
leave Paul to you. Fve just been with him." 

Mrs. Beever testified not only to interest, but to 
approval. " In the library ? " 

" In the drawing-room." Rose the next moment 
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conscientiously showed by a further remark her 
appreciation of the attitude that, on the part of her 
hostess, she had succeeded in producing. ''Miss 
Martle's in the library." 

" And Effie ? " Mrs. Beever asked. 

" EfHe, of course, is where Miss Martle is." 

Tony, during this brief colloquy, had lounged 
away as restlessly as if, instead of beaming on 
the lady of Eastmead, Rose were watching the 
master of the other house. He promptly turned 
round. " I say, dear lady, you know — be kind to 
her ! " 

" To Effie ? " Mrs. Beever demanded. 

" To poor Jean." 

Mrs. Beever, after an instant's reflection, took a 
humorous view of his request. " I don't know why 
you call her ' poor' ! She has declined an excellent 
settlement, but she's not in misery yet." Then she 
said to Rose : " I'll take Paul first." 

Rose had put down her parasol, pricking the 
point of it, as if with a certain shyness, into the 
close, firm lawn. " If you like, when you take Miss 

Martle " She paused in deep contemplation of 

Tony. 
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" When I take Miss Martle ? " There was a new 
encouragement in Mrs. Beever's voice. 

The apparent effect of this benignity was to make 
Miss Armiger's eyes widen strangely at their com- 
panion. "Why, ru come back and take the 
child." 

Mrs. Beever met this offer with an alertness not 
hitherto markedly characteristic of her intercourse 
with Rose. " I'll send her out to you." Then by 
way of an obeisance to Tony, directing the words 
well at him : " It won't indeed be a scene for that 
poor lamb ! " She marched ofi with her duty 
emblazoned on her square satin back. 

Tony, struck by the massive characters in which 
it was written there, broke into an indulgent laugh, 
but even in his mirth he traced the satisfaction she 
took in letting him see that she measured with some 
complacency the embarrassment Rose might cause 
him. '' Does she propose to tear Miss Martle limb 
from limb ? " he playfully inquired. 

" Do you ask that," said Rose, " partly because 
you're apprehensive that it's what I propose to do to 
you ? " 

" By no means, my dear Rose, after your just 
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giving me so marked a sign of the pacific as your 
coming round " 

"On the question," Rose broke in, "of one's 
relation to that little image and echo of her adored 
mother ? That isn't peace, my dear Tony. You 
give me just the occasion to let you formally know 
that it's war." 

Tony gave another laugh. " War ? " 

" Not on you — I pity you too much." 

" Then on whom ? " 

Rose hesitated. "On any one, on every one, 
who may be likely to find that small child — small as 
she is 1 — inconvenient. Oh, I know," she went on, 
" you'll say I come late in the day for this and youll 
remind me of how very short a time ago it was that 
I declined a request of yours to occupy myself with 
her at all. Only half an hour has elapsed, but what 
has happened in it has made all the difference." 

She spoke without discernible excitement, and 
Tony had already become aware that the face she 
actually showed him was not a thing to make him 
estimate directly the effect wrought in her by the 
incongruous result of the influence he had put forth 
under pressure of her ardour. He needed no great 
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imagination to conceive that this consequence might, 
on the poor girl's part, well be mainly lodged in 
such depths of her nature as not to find an easy or 
an immediate way to the surface. That he had her 
to reckon with he was reminded as soon as he caught 
across the lawn the sheen of her white dress ; but 
what he most felt was a lively, unreasoning hope 
that for the hour at least, and until he should have 
time to turn round and see what his own situation 
exactly contained for him, her mere incontestable 
cleverness would achieve a revolution during which 
he might take breath. This was not a hope that in 

* 

any way met his difficulties — it was a hope that only 
avoided them; but he had lately had a vision of 
something in which it was still obscure to him whether 
the bitter or the sweet prevailed, and he was ready 
to make almost any terms to be allowed to surrender 
himself to these first quick throbs of response to 
what was at any rate an impression of perfect beauty. 
He was in bliss with a great chill and in despair 
with a great lift, and confused and assured and 
alarmed — divided between the joy and the pain of 
knowing that what Jean Martle had done she had 
done for Tony Bream, and done full in the face of 
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all he couldn't do to repay her. That Tony Bream 
might never marry was a shnple enough affairi but 
that this rare creature mightn't suddenly figured to 
him as formidable and exquisite. Therefore he found 
his nerves rather indebted to Rose for her bemg — 
if that was the explanation — too proud to be vulgarly 
vindictive. She knew his secret, as even after seeing 
it so freely handled by Mrs. Beever he still rather 
artlessly called the motive of his vam appeal ; knew 
it better than before, since she could now read it in 
the intenser light of the knowledge of it betrayed by 
another. If on this advantage he had no reason to 
look to her for generosity, it was at least a comfort 
that he might look to her for good manners. Poor 
Tony had the full consciousness of needing to think 
out a line, but it weighed somewhat against that 
oppression to feel that Rose also would have it. He 
was only a little troubled by the i(}ea that, ardent 
and subtle, she would probably think faster than he. 
He turned over a moment the revelation of these 
qualities conveyed in her announcement of a change, 
as he might call it, of policy. 

" What you say is charming," he good-naturedly 
replied, " so far as it represents an accession to the 
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ranks of my daughter's friends. You will never 
without touching me remind me how nearly a sister 
you were to her mother ; and I would rather express 
the pleasure I take in that than the bewilderment I feel 
at your allusion to any class of persons whose interest 
in her may not be sincere. The more friends she 
has, the better — I welcome you all. The only thing 
I ask of you," he went on, smiling, '•' is not to quarrel 
about her among yourselves." 

Rose, as she listened, looked almost religiously 
calm, but as she answered there was a profane 
quaver in her voice that told him with what an effort 
she achieved that sacrifice to form for which he was 
so pusillanimously grateful. " It's very good of you 
to make the best of me ; and it's also very clever of 
you, let me add, my dear Tony — and add with all 
deference to your goodness — to succeed in implying 
that any other course is open to you. You may 
welcome me as a friend of the child or not. I'm 
present for her, at any rate, and present as I've 
never been before." 

Tony's gratitude, suddenly contracting, left a little 
edge for irritation. " You're present, assuredly, my 
dear Rose, and your presence is to us all an 
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advantage of which, happily, we never become uncon- 
scious for an hour. But do I understand that the 
firm position among us that you allude to is one to 
which you see your way to attaching any possibility 
of permanence ? " 

She waited as if scrupulously to detach from its 
stem the flower of irony that had sprouted in this 
speech, and while she inhaled it she gave her visible 
attention only to the little hole in the lawn that she 
continued to prick with the point of her parasol. 
" If that's a graceful way of asking me," she returned 
at last, " whether the end of my visit here isn't near 
at hand, perhaps the best satisfaction I can give you 
is to say that I shall probably stay on at least as 
long as Miss Martle. What I meant, however, just 
now," she pursued, "by saying that Fm more on the 
spot than heretofore, is simply that while I do stay 
I stay to be vigilant. That's what I hurried out to 
let you definitely know, in case you should be 
going home without our meeting again. I told 
you before I went into the house that I trusted 
you — I needn't recall to you for what. Mr. Beever 
after a while came in and told me that Miss Martle 
had refused him. Then I felt that| after what 
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had passed between us, it was only fair to say 
to you " 

" That you've ceased to trust me ? " Tony inter- 
jected. 

"By no means. I don't give and take back." 
And though his companion's handsome head, with 
its fixed, pale face, rose high, it became appreciably 
handsomer and reached considerably higher, while 
she wore once more the air of looking at his mistake 
through the enlarging blur of tears. " As I believe 
you did, in honour, what you could for Mr. Beever, 
I trust you perfectly still." 

Tony smiled as if he apologised, but as if also he 
couldn't but wonder. " Then it's only fair to say to 
me ?" 

" That I don't trust Miss Martle." 

" Oh, my dear woman ! " Tony precipitately 
laughed. 

But Rose went on with all deliberation and dis- 
tinctness. " That's what has made the difference — 
that's what has brought me, as you say, round to a 
sense of my possible use, or rather of my clear 
obligation. Half an hour ago I knew how much you 
loved her. Now I know how much she loves you." 
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Tony's laugh suddenly dropped ; he showed the 
face of a man for whom a joke has sharply turned 
grave. " And what is it that, in possession of this 
admirable knowledge, 3'ou see ? " 

Rose faltered ; but she had not come so far simply 
to make a botch of it. " Why, that it's the obvious 
interest of the person we speak of not to have too 
stupid a patience with any obstacle to her manning 
you." 

This speech had a quiet lucidity of which the odd 
action was for an instant to make him lose breath 
so violently that, in his quick gasp, he felt sick. In 
the indignity of the sensation he struck out. " Prayi 
why is it the person's obvious interest any more than 
it's yours ? " 

" Seeing that I love you quite as much as she 
does? Because you don't love me quite so much 
as you love her. That's exactly ' why,' dear Tony 
Bream ! " said Rose Armiger. 

She turned away from him sadly and nobly, as if 
she had done with him and with the subject, and he 
stood where she had left him, gazing at the foolish 
greenness at his feet and slowly passing his hand 
over his head. In a few seconds, however, he heard 
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her utter a strange, short cry, and, looking round, 
saw her face to face — ^across the interval of sloping 
lawn — ^with a gentleman whom he had been suffi- 
ciently prepared to recognise on the spot as Dennis 
Vidal. 
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He had, in this preparation, the full advantage of 
Rose, who, quite thrown for the moment off her 
balance, was vividly unable to give any account of 
the apparition which should be profitable to herself. 
The violence of her surprise made her^catch the back 
of the nearest chair, on which she covertly rested, 
directing at her old suitor from this position the 
widest eyes the master of Bounds had ever seen her 
unwittingly open. To perceive this, however, was 
to be almost simultaneously struck, and even to be 
not a little charmed, with the clever quickness of her 
recovery — that of a person constitutionally averse to 
making unmeasured displays. Rose was capable of 
astonishment, as she was capable of other kinds of 
emotion ; but she was as little capable of giving way 
to it as she was of giving way to other kinds ; so that 
both of her companions immediately saw her moved 
by the sense that a perturbing incident could at the 
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worst do her no such evil turn as she might suffer 
by taking it in the wrong way. Tony became aware, 
in addition, that the fact communicated to him by 
Mrs. Beever gave him an advantage even over the 
poor fellow whose face, as he stood there, showed 
the traces of an insufficient forecast of two things : 
one of them the influence on all his pulses of the 
sight again, after such an interval, and in the high 
insolence of life and strength, of the woman he had 
lost and still loved ; the other the instant effect on 
his imagination of his finding her intimately engaged 
with the man who had been, however without fault, 
the occasion of her perversity. Vidal's marked 
alertness had momentarily failed him ; he paused in 
his advance long enough to give Tony, after noting 
and regretting his agitation, time to feel that Rose 
was already as colourlessly bland as a sensitive 
woman could wish to be. 

All this made the silence, however brief — and it 
was much briefer than my account of it — ^vibrate to 
such a tune as to prompt Tony to speak as soon as 
possible in the interest of harmony. What directly 
concerned him was that he had last seen Vidal as 
his own duly appreciative guest, and he offered him 
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a hand freely charged with reminders of that quality. 
He was refreshed and even a little surprised to 
observe that the young man took it, after all, with- 
out stiffiiess ; but the strangest thing in the worid 
was that as he cordially brought him up the bank he 
had a mystic glimpse of the fact that Rose Armiger, 
with her heart in her throat, was waiting for some 
sign as to whether she mighti for the benefit of her 
intercourse with himself, safely take the ground of 
having expected what had happened — ^having peiiiaps 
even brought it about. She naturally took counsel 
of her fearS| and Tony, suddenly more elated 
than he could have given a reason for being, was 
ready to concur in any attempt she might make 
to save her appearance of knowing no reproach. 
Yet, foreseeing the awkwardness that might arise 
from her committing herself too rashly, he made 
haste to say to Dennis that he would have been 
startled if he bad not been forewarned: Mrs. 
Beever had mentioned to him the visit she had just 
received. 

" Ah, she told you ? " Dennis asked. 

" Me only — ^as a great sign of confidence/' Tony 
laughed. 
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Rose, at this, could be amazed with superiority. 
" What ? — ^you've ah-eady been here ? " 

''An hour ago/' said Dennis. ''I asked Mrs. 
Beever not to tell you." 

That was a chance for positive criticism. '' She 
obeyed your request to the letter. But why in the 
world such portentous secrecy?" Rose spoke as if 
there was no shade of a reason for his feeling shy, 
and now gave him an excellent example of the right 
tone. She had emulated Tony's own gesture of 
welcome, and he said to himself that no young 
woman could have stretched a more elastic arm 
across a desert of four cold years. 

"I can explain to you better," Dennis replied, 
" why I emerged than why I vanished." 

" You emerged, I suppose, because you wanted to 
see me." Rose spoke to one of her admirers, but 
she looked, she even laughed, at the other, showing 
him by this time an aspect completely and inscru- 
tably renewed. " You knew I was here ? " 

" At Wilverley ? " Dennis hesitated. " I took it 
for granted." 

"I'm afraid it was really for Miss Armiger you 
came," Tony remarked in the spirit of pleasantry. 
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It seemed to him that the spirit of pleasantry would 
help them on. 

It had its result — it proved contagious. '' I would 
still say so — before her— even if it weren't!" 
Dennis returned. 

Rose took up the joke. " Fortunately it's true — 
so it saves you a fib." 

'' It saves me a fib ! " Dennis said. 

In this way the trick was successfully played — 
they found their feet ; with the added amusement for 
Tony of hearing the necessary falsehood uttered 
neither by himself nor by Rose, but by a man whose 
veracity, from the first, on that earlier day, of 
looking at him, he had felt to be almost incompatible 
with the flow of conversation. It was more and 
more distinct while the minutes elapsed that the 
secondary effect of her old friend's reappearance 
was to make Rose shine with a more convenient 
light ; and she met her embarrassment, every way, 
with so happy an art that Tony was moved to 
deplore afresh the complication that estranged him 
from a woman of such g^fts. It made up indeed a 
little for this that he was also never so possessed of 
his own as when there was something to cany off 
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or to put, as the phrase was, through. His light 
hand, his slightly florid facility were the things that 
in managing, in presiding, had rendered him so widely 
popular ; and wasn't he, precisely, a little presiding, 
wasn't he a good deal managing just now ? Vidal 
would be a blessed diversion — especially if he should 
be pressed into the service as one : Tony was content 
for the moment to see this with eagerness rather 
than to see it whole. His eagerness was quite 
justified by the circumstance that the young man 
from China did somehow or other — the reasons would 
appear after the fact — represent relief, relief not 
made vain by the reflection that it was perhaps only 
temporary. Rose herself, thank heaven, was, with 
all her exaltation, only temporary. He could already 
condone the ofHciousness of a gentleman too inter- 
ested in EfHe's equilibrium: the grounds of that 
indiscretion gleamed agreeably through it as soon as 
he had seen the visitor's fingers draw together over 
the hand held out by Rose. It was matter to 
whistle over, to bustle over, that, as had been 
certified by Mrs. Beever, the passion betrayed by 
that clasp had survived its shipwreck, and there 
wasn't a rope's end Tony could throw, or a stray 



56 THE OTHER HOUSE 

Stick he could hold out, for which he didn't immedi- 
ately cast about him. He saw indeed from this 
moment his whole comfort in the idea of an 
organised rescue and of making the struggling 
swimmer know, as a preliminary, how little any one 
at the other house was interested in preventing him 
to land. 

Dennis had, for that matter, not been two minutes 
in touch with him before he really began to see this 
happy perception descend. It was, in a manner, to 
haul him ashore to invite him to dine and sleep; 
which Tony lost as little time as possible in doing ; 
expressing the hope that he had not gone to the inn 
and that even if he had he would consent to the quick 
transfer of his effects to Bounds. Dennis showed 
that he had still some wonder for such an overture, 
but before he could respond to it the words were 
taken out of his mouth by Rose, whose recovery 
from her upset was complete from the moment she 
could seize a pretext for the extravagance of tran- 
quillity. 

"Why should you take him away from us and 
why should he consent to be taken ? Won't Mrs. 
Beever," Rose asked of Dennis — " since you're not 
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snatching the fearful joy of a clandestine visit to her 
— expect you, if you stay anywhere, to give her the 
preference ? " 

''Allow me to remind you, and to remind Mr. 
Vidal," Tony returned, "that when he was here 
before he gave her the preference. Mrs. Beever 
made no scruple of removing him bodily from under 
my roof. I forfeited — I was obliged to — the pleasure 
of a visit to him. But that leaves me with my loss 
to make up and my revenge to take — I repay Mrs. 
Beever in kind." To find Rose disputing with him 
the possession of their friend filled him with imme- 
diate cheer. " Don't you recognise," he went on to 
him, " the propriety of what I propose ? I take you 
and deal with Mrs. Beever, as she took you and 
dealt with me. Besides, your things have not even 
been brought here as they had of old been brought 
to Bounds. I promise to share you with these ladies 
and not to grudge you the time you may wish to 
spend with Miss Armiger. I understand but too 
well the number of hours I shall find you putting in. 
You shall pay me a long visit and come over here as 
often as you like, and your presence at Bounds may 
even possibly have the consequence of making 
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them honour me there a little ofltener with their 
own." 

Dennis looked from one of his companions to the 
other ; he struck Tony as slightly mystified, but not 
beyond the point at which curiosity was agreeable. 
'' I think I had better go to Mr. Bream/' he after a 
moment sturdily said to Rose. " There's a matter 
on which I wish to talk with you, but I don't see that 
that need prevent." 

" It's for you to determine. There's a matter on 
which I find myself, to you also, particularly glad of 
the opportunity of saying a word." 

Tony glanced promptly at his watch and at Rose, 
"Your opportunity's before you — say your word 
now. I've a little job in the town," he explained to 
Dennis ; " I must attend to it quickly and I can easily 
stop at the hotel and give directions for the removal 
of your traps. All you will have to do then will be 
to take the short way, which you know — over the 
bridge there and through my garden — to my door. 
We shall dine at an easy eight." 

Dennis Vidal assented to this arrangement without 
qualification and indeed almost without expression : 
there evidently lingered in him an operative sense 
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that there were compensations Mr. Bream might be 
allowed the luxurious consciousness of owing him. 
Rose, however, showed she still had a communica- 
tion to make to Tony, who had begun to move in the 
quarter leading straight from Eastmead to the town, 
so that he would have to pass near the house on 
going out. She introduced it with a question about 
his movements. "You'll stop, then, on your way 

and tell Mrs. Beever ? " 

"Of my having appropriated our friend? Not 
this moment," said Tony — " Fve to meet a man on 
business, and I shall only just have time. I shall if 
possible come back here, but meanwhile perhaps 
you'll kindly explain. Come straight over and take 
possession," he added, to Vidal ; " make yourself at 
home— don't wait for me to return to you." He 
offered him a hand-shake again, and then, with his 
native impulse to accommodate and to harmonise 
making a friendly light in his face, he offered one to 
Rose herself. She accepted it so frankly that she 
even for a minute kept his hand — a response that 
he approved with a smile so encouraging that it 
scarcely needed even the confirmation of speech. 
They stood there while Dennis Vidal turned away as 
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if they might have matters between them, and Tony 
yielded to the impulse to prove to Rose that though 
there were things he kept from her he kept nothing 
that was not absolutely necessary. " There's some- 
thing else I've got to do — I've got to stop at the 
Doctor's." 

Rose raised her eyebrows. "To consult him ? " 

" To ask him to come over." 

" I hope you're not ill." 

"Never better in my life. I want him to see 
Effie." 

" She's not ill surely ? " 

"She's not right — ^with the fright Gorham had 
this morning. So I'm not satisfied." 

"Let him then by all means see her," Rose 
said. 

Their talk had, through the action of Vidal's 
presence, dropped from its chilly height to the 
warmest domestic level, and what now stuck out of 
Tony was the desire she should understand that on 
such ground as that he was always glad to meet her. 
Dennis Vidal faced about again in time to be called, 
as it were, if only by the tone of his host's voice, to 
witness this. " A bientdt. Let me hear from you 
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— and from him — that in my absence you've been 
extremely kind to our friend here." 

Rose, with a small but vivid fever-spot in her 
cheek, looked from one of the men to the other, 
while her kindled eyes showed a gathered purpose 
that had the prompt and perceptible effect of exciting 
suspense. "I don't mind letting you know, Mr. 
Bream, in advance exactly how kind I shall be. It 
would be affectation on my part to pretend to be 
unaware of your already knowing something of what 
has passed between this gentleman and me. He 
suffered, at my hands, in this place, four years ago, 
a disappointment — a, disappointment into the rights 
and wrongs, into the good reasons of which I won't 
attempt to go further than just to say that an inevi- 
table publicity then attached to it." She spoke with 
slow and deliberate clearness, still looking from Tony 
to Dennis and back again ; after which her strange 
intensity fixed itself on her old suitor. "People 
saw, Mr. Vidal," she went on, "the blight that 
descended on our long relations, and people believed 
— and I was at the time indifferent to their believing 
— that it had occurred by my act. I'm not indifferent 
now — ^that is to any appearance of having been 
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wanting in consideration for such a man as you. 
I've often wished I might make you some reparation 
— some open atonement. Tm sorry for the distress 
that Fm afraid I caused you, and here, before the 
principal witness of the indignity you so magnani- 
mously met, I very sincerely express my r^;ret and 
very humbly bog your forgiveness." Dennis Vidal, 
staring at her, had turned dead white as she kept it 
up, and the elevation, as it were, of her abasement 
had brought tears into Tony's eyes. She saw them 
there as she looked at him once more, and she 
measured the effect she produced upon him. She 
visibly and excusably enjoyed it and after a moment's 
pause she handsomely and pathetically completed it. 
" Thatf Mr. Bream — for your injunction of kindness 
— is the kindness I'm capable of showing." 

Tony turned instantly to their companion, who 
now stood staring hard at the ground. " I change, 
then, my appeal — I make it, with confidence, io you. 
Let me hear, Mr. Vidal, when we meet again, that 
you've not been capable of less ! " Dennis, deeply 
moved, it was plain, but self-conscious and stiff, gave 
no sign of having heard him ; and Rose, on her side, 
walked a little away like an actress who has launched 
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her great stroke. Tony, between them, hesitated ; 
then he laughed in a manner that showed he felt 
safe. "Oh, you're both all right!" he declared; 
and with another glance at his watch he bounded off 
to his business. He drew, as he went, a long 
breath — ^filled his lungs with the sense that he should 
after all have a margin. She would take Dennis 
back. 



XXIV 



" Why did you do that ? " Dennis asked as soon as 
he was alone with Rose. 

She had sunk into a seat at a distance from him, 
all spent with her great response to her sudden 
opportunity for justice. His challenge brought her 
flight to earth; and after waiting a moment she 
answered him with a question that betrayed her 
sense of coming down. " Do you really care, after 
all this time, what I do or don't do ? " 

His rejoinder to this was in turn only another 
demand. '' What business is it of his that you may 
have done this or that to me ? What has passed 
between us is still between us: nobody else has 
anything to do with it." 

Rose smiled at him as if to thank him for being 
again a trifle sharp with her. " He wants me, as 
he said, to be kind to you." 

''You mean he wants you to do that sort of 
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thing ? " His sharpness brought him step by step 
across the lawn and nearer to her. " Do you care 
so very much what he wants ? " 

Again she hesitated; then, with her pleased, 
patient smile, she tapped the empty place on the 
bench. '^Come and sit down beside me, and FlI 
tell you how much I care." He obeyed her, but not 
precipitately, approaching her with a deliberation 
which still held her off a little, made her objective 
to his inspection or his mistrust. He had said to 
Mrs. Beever that he had not come to watch her, but 
we are at liberty to wonder what Mrs. Beever might 
have called the attitude in which, before seating 
himself, he stopped before her with a silent stare. 
She met him at any rate with a face that told him 
there was no scrutiny she was now enough in the 
wrong to fear, a face that was all the promise of 
confession and submission and sacrifice. She 
tapped again upon her bench, and at this he sat down. 
Then she went on : "When did you come back ?" 

" To England ? The other day — I don't remem- 
ber which of them. I think you ought to answer 
my question," Dennis said, *' before asking any more 
of your own." 
vol,, n E 
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"No, no," she replied, promptly but gently; 
'' there's an inquiry it seems to me I've a right to 
make of you before I admit yours to make any at 
all." She looked at him as if to give him time either 
to assent or to object ; but he only sat rather stiffly 
back and let her see how fine and firm the added 
years had hammered him. " What are you really 
here for ? Has it anything to do with m^ ? " 

Dennis remained profoundly grave. "I didn't 
know you were here — I had no reason to," he at 
last replied. 

" Then you simply desired the pleasure of renew- 
ing yoiir acquaintance with Mrs. Beever ? " 

" I came to ask her about yoa" 

" How beautiful of you ! " — and Rose's tone, un- 
dnged with irony, rang out as clear as the impulse 
it praised. " Fancy your caring ! " she added ; after 
which she continued : " As I understand you, then, 
you've had your chance, you've talked with her ? " 

"A very short time. I put her a question or 
two." 

" I won't ask you what they were," said Rose, 
" I'll only say that, since I happen to be here, it 
may be a comfort to you not to have to content 
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yourself with information at second-hand. Ask me 
what you like. FU tell you everything." 

Her companion considered. '^You might then 
begin by telling me what Fve already asked." 

She took him up before he could go on. '' Oh, why 
I attached an importance to his hearing what I just 
now said? Yes, yes; you shall have it." She 
turned it over as if with the sole thought of giving 
it to him with the. utmost lucidity; then she was 
visibly struck with the help she should derive from 
knowing just one thing more. " But first — are you 
at all jealous of him ? " 

Dennis Vidal broke into a laugh which might 
have been a tribute to her rare audacity, yet which 
somehow, at the same time, made him seem only 
more serious. " That's a thing for you to find out 
for yourself!" 

*' I see — I see." She looked at him with musing, 
indulgent eyes. " It would be too wonderful. Yet 
otherwise, after all, why should you care ? " 

" I don't mind telling you frankly," said Dennis, 
while, with two fingers softly playing upon her 
lower lip, she sat estimating the possibility she had 
named — "I don't mind telling you frankly that I 
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asked Mrs. Beever if you were still in love with 
him." 

She clasped her hands so eagerly that she almost 
clapped them. " Then you do care ? " 

He was looking beyond her now — at something 
at the other end of the garden ; and he made no 
other reply than to say: "She didn't give you 
away." 

" It was very good of her ; but I would tell you 
myself, you know, perfectly, if I were." 

"You didn't tell me perfectly four years ago/' 
Dennis returned. 

Rose hesitated a minute; but this didn't prevent 
her speaking with an effect of great promptitude. 
"Oh, four years ago I was the biggest fool in 
England ! " 

Dennis, at this, met her eyes again. "Then 
what I asked Mrs. Beever " 

" Isn't true ? " Rose caught him up. " It's an 
exquisite position," she said, " for a woman to be 
questioned as you question me, and to have to 
answer as I answer you. But it's your revenge, 
and you've already seen that to your revenge I 
minister with a certain amount of resolution." She 
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let him look at her a minute; at last she said 
without flinching : " Fm not in love with Anthony 
Bream." 

Dennis shook his head sadly. '' What does that 
do for my revenge ? " 

Rose had another quick flush. "It shows you 
what I consent to discuss with you/' she rather 
proudly replied. 

He turned his eyes back to the quarter to which 
he had directed them before. " You do consent ? " 

" Can you ask — ^after what I've done ? " 

" Well, then, he no longer cares ? " 

" For me ? " said Rose. " He never cared." 

" Never ? " 

" Never." 

" Upon your honour ? " 

" Upon my honour." 

"But you had an idea ?" Dennis bravely 

pursued. 

Rose as dauntlessly met him. " I had an idea." 

" And you've had to give it up ? " 

" I've had to give it up." 

Dennis was silent ; he slowly got upon his feet. 
" Well, that does something." 
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" For your revenge ? " She sounded a bitter 
laugh. ** I should think it might ! What it does 
is magnificent ! " 

He stood looking over her head till at last he 
exclaimed : " So, apparently, is the child ! " 

^' She has come ? " Rose sprang up to find that 
EiBe had been borne toward them, across the grass, 
in the arms of the muscular Manning, who, having 
stooped to set her down and given her a vigorous 
impulsion from behind, recovered the military 
stature and posture. 

"You're to take her, miss, please — from Mrs. 
Beever. And you're to keep her." 

Rose had already greeted the little visitor. 
"Please assure Mrs. Beever that I will. She's 
with Miss Martle?" 

"She is indeed, miss." 

Manning always spoke without emotion, and the 
effect of it on this occasion was to give her the air 
of speaking without pity. 

Rose, however, didn't mind that. "She may 
trust me," she said, while Manning saluted and 
retired. Then she stood before her old suitor with 
EiBe blooming on her shoulder. 
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He frankly wondered and admired. ''She's 
magnificent — she's magnificent ! " he repeated. 

"She's magnificent!" Rose ardently echoed. 
" Aren't you, my very own ? " she demanded of the 
child, with a sudden passion of tenderness. 

"What did he mean about her wanting the 
Doctor ? She'll see us all through — every blessed 
one of us ! " Dennis gave himself up to his serious 
interest, an odd, voracious manner of taking her in 
from top to toe. 

" You look at her like an ogre ! " Rose laughed, 
moving away from him with her burden and press- 
ing to her lips as she went a little plump pink arm. 
She pretended to munch it; she covered it with 
kisses ; she gave way to the joy of her renounced 
abstention. "See us all through? I hope so! 
Why shouldn't you, darling, why shouldn't you? 
You've got a real friend, you have, you duck ; and 
she sees you know what you've got by the won- 
derful way you look at her ! " This was to attribute 
to the little girl's solemn stare a vividness of mean- 
ing which moved Dennis to hilarity; Rose's pro- 
fession of confidence made her immediately turn 
her round face over her friend's shoulder to the 
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gentleman who was strolling behind and whose public 
criticism, as well as his public mirth, appeared to 
arouse in her only a soft sense of superiority. 
Rose sat down again where she had sat before, 
keeping EiBe in her lap and smoothing out her fine 
feathers. Then their companion, after a little more 
detached contemplation, also took his former place. 

"She makes me remember!" he presently ob- 
served. 

"That extraordinary scene — poor Julia's mes- 
sage ? You can fancy whether / foiget it ! " 

Dennis was silent a little; after which he said 
quietly : "You've more to keep it in mind." 

" I can assure you I've plenty ! " Rose replied. 

"And the young lady who was also present — 
isn't she the Miss Martle ? " 

" Whom I spoke of to that woman ? She's the 
Miss Martle. What about her ? " Rose asked with 
her cheek against the child's. 

■ 

" Does she also remember ? " 

" Like you and me ? I haven't the least idea." 

Once more Dennis paused ; his pauses were filled 

with his friendly gaze at their small companion. 

" She's here again — like you ? " 
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"And like you?" Rose smiled. "No, not like 
either of us. She's always here." 

" And it's from her you're to keep a certain little 
person ? " 

" It's from her." Rose spoke with rich brevity. 

Dennis hesitated. "Would you trust the little 
person to another little person ? " 

" To you — to hold ? " Rose looked amused. 
" Without a pang ! " The child, at this, profoundly 
meditative and imperturbably "good," submitted 
serenely to the transfer and to the prompt, long 
kiss which, as he gathered her to him, Dennis, in 
his turn, imprinted on her arm. "FU stay with 
you!^^ she declared with expression; on which he 
renewed, with finer relish, the freedom she per- 
mitted, assuring her that this settled the question 
and that he was her appointed champion. Rose 
watched the scene between them, which was charm- 
ing ; then she brought out abruptly : " What I said 
to Mr. Bream just now I didn't say for Mr. 
Bream." 

Dennis had the little girl close to him ; his arms 
were softly round her and, like Rose's just before, 
his cheek, as he tenderly bent his head, was pressed 
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against her cheek. His eyes were on their com- 
panion. "You said it for Mr. Vidal? He Uked 
it, all the same, better than I/' he replied in a 
moment. 

"Of course he liked it! But it doesn't matter 
what he likes/' Rose added. " As for you — I don't 
know that your * liking ' it was what I wanted." 

" What then did you want ? " 

" That you should see me utterly abased — and all 
the more utterly that it was in the cruel presence of 
another." 

Dennis had raised his head and sunk back into 
the angle of the bench, separated from her by such 
space as it yielded. His face, presented to her over 
Effie's curls, was a combat of mystifications. " Why 
in the world should that give me pleasure?" 

" Why in the world shouldn't it ? " Rose asked. 
"What's your revenge but pleasure?" 

She had got up again in her dire restlessness; 
she glowed there in the pervei*sity of her sacrifice. 
If he hadn't come to Wilverley to watch her, his 
wonder-stricken air much wronged him. He shook 
his head again with his tired patience. " Oh, damn 
pleasure ! " he exclaimed. 
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" It's nothing to you ? " Rose cried. " Then if it 
isn't, perhaps you pity me ? " She shone at him as 
if with the glimpse of a new hope. 

He took it in, but he only, after a moment, echoed, 
ambiguously, her word. " Pity you ? " 

"I think you would, Dennis, if you under- 
stood." 

He looked at her hard ; he hesitated. At last he 
returned quietly, but relentingly: "Well, Rose, I 
donH understand." 

"Then I must go through it all — I must empty 
the cup. Yes, I must tell you." 

She paused so long, however, beautiful, candid 
and tragic, looking in the face her necessity, but 
gathering herself for her effort, that, after waiting a 
while, he spoke. " Tell me what ? " 

" That Fm simply at your feet. That I'm yours 
to do what you will with — to take or to cast away. 
Perhaps you'll care a little for your triumph," she 
said, " when you see in it the grand opportunity I 
give you. It's your turn to refuse now — ^you can 
treat me exactly as you were treated ! " 

A deep, motionless silence followed, between 
them, this speech, which left them confronted as if 
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it had rather widened than bridged their separation. 
Before Dennis found his answer to it the sharp 
tension snapped in a clear, glad exclamation. The 
child threw out her arms and her voice : ** Auntie 
Jean, Auntie Jean ! " 
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The others had been so absorbed that they had not 
seen Jean Martle approach, and she, on her side, 
was close to them before appearing to perceive a 
stranger in the gentleman who held EiBe in his lap 
and whom she had the air of having assumed, at a 
greater distance, to be Anthony Bream. EiBe's 
reach towards her friend was so effective that, with 
Vidal's obligation to rise, it enabled her to slip from 
his hands and rush to avail herself of the embrace 
offered her, in spite of a momentary arrest, by Jean. 
Rose, however, at the sight of this movement, was 
quicker than Jean to catch her; she seized her 
almost with violence, and, holding her as she had 
held her before, dropped again upon the bench and 
presented her as a yielding captive. This act of 
appropriation was confirmed by the flash of a fine 
glance — a single gleam, but direct — ^which, however, 
producing in Jean's fair face no retort, had only the 
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effect of making her look/in gracious recognitioiii at 
Dennis. He had evidently, for the moment, nothing 
but an odd want of words to meet her with ; but 
this, precisely, gave her such a sense of having 
disturbed a scene of intimacy that, to be doubly 
courteous, she said: ''Perhaps you remember me. 
We were here together " 

"Four years ago — perfectly," Rase broke in, 
speaking for him with an amenity that might have 
been intended as a quick corrective of any impres- 
sion conveyed by her grab of the child. "Mr. 
Vidal and I were just talking of you. He has 
come back, for the first time since then, to pay us a 
littfe visit." 

"Then he has things to say to you that Tve 
rudely interrupted. Please excuse me — I'm off 
again," Jean went on to Dennis. " I only came for 
the little girL" She turned back to Rose. "I'm 
afraid it's time I should take her home." 

Rose sat there like a queen-regent with a baby 
sovereign on her knee. " Must I give her up to 
you ? " 

" I'm responsible for her, you know, to Gorham," 
Jean returned. 
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Rose gravely kissed her little ward, who, now 
that she was apparently to be offered the entertain- 
ment of a debate in which she was so closely 
concerned, was clearly prepared to contribute to it 
the calmness of impartial beauty at a joust. She 
was just old enough to be interested, but she was 
just young enough to be judicial; the lap of her 
present friend had the compass of a small child- 
world, and she perched there in her loveliness as if 
she had been Helen on the walls of Troy. " It's 
not to Gorman Pm responsible," Rose presently 
answered. 

Jean took it good-humouredly. " Are you to Mr. 
Bream ? " 

" m tell you presently to whom." And Rose 
looked intelligently at Dennis Vidal. 

Smiled at in alternation by two clever young 
women, he had yet not sufficiently to achieve a 
jocose manner shaken off his sense of the strange 
climax of his conversation with the elder of them. 
He turned away awkwardly, as he had done four 
years before, for the hat it was one of the privileges 
of such a colloquy to make him put down in an odd 
place. '' ni go over to Bounds," he said to Rose. 
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And then to Jean, to take leave of her : " I'm stay- 
ing at the other house." 

"Really? Mr. Bream didn't tell me. But I 
must never drive you away. You've more to say to 
Miss Armiger than I have. I've only come to get 
Effie," Jean repeated. 

Dennis at this, brushing off his recovered hat, 
gave way to his thin laugh. " That apparently may 
take you some time ! " 

Rose generously helped him off. " I've more to 
say to Miss Martle than I've now to say to you. I 
think that what I've already said to you is quite 
enough. 

"Thanks, thanks — quite enough. I'll just go 
over." 

" You won't go first to Mrs. Bcever ? " 

"Not yet — I'll come in this evening. Thanks, 
thanks ! " Dennis repeated with a sudden dramatic 
gaiety that was presumably intended to preserve 
appearances — to acknowledge Rose's aid and, in a 
spirit of reciprocity, cover any exposure she might 
herself have incurred. Raising his hat, he passed 
down the slope and disappeared, leaving our young 
ladies face to face. 
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Their situation might still have been embarrassing 
had Rose not taken immediate measures to give it a 
lift. "You must let me have the pleasure of 
making you the first person to hear of a matter that 
closely concerns me." She hung fire, watching her 
companion ; then she brought out : " Fm engaged to 
be married to Mr. Vidal." 

" Engaged ? " — ^Jean almost bounded forward, 
holding up her relief like a torch. 

Rose greeted with laughter this natural note. 
" He arrived half an hour ago, for a supreme appeal 
— and it has not, you see, taken long. Fve just had 
the honour of accepting him." 

Jean's movement had brought her so close to the 
bench that, though slightly disconcerted by its 
action on her friend, she could only, in consistency, 
seat herself. "That's very charming — I congratu- 
late you." 

"It's charming of you to be so glad," Rose 
returned. "However, you've the news in all its 
freshness." 

" I appreciate that too," said Jean. " But fancy 
my dropping on a conversation of such impor- 
tance ! " 
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" Fortunately you didn't cut it short. We had 
settled the question. He had got his answer." 

'' If I had known it I would have congratulated 
Mr. Vidal," Jean pursued. 

" You would have frightened him out of his wits 
— he's so dreadfully shy," Rose laughed. 

"Yes — I could see he was dreadfully shy. But 
the great thing," Jean candidly observed, " is that 
he was not too dreadfully shy to come back to you." 

Rose continued to be moved to mirth. "Oh, I 
don't mean with me ! He's as bold with me as I 
am — for instance — with you." Jean had not touched 
the child, but Rose smoothed our her ribbons as if 
to redress some previous freedom. "You'll think 
that says everything. I can easily imagine how you 
judge my frankness," she added. " But of course 
I'm grossly immodest — I always was." 

Jean wistfully watched her light hands play here 
and there over Effie's adornments. " I think you're 
a person of great courage — if you'll let me also be 
frank. There's nothing in the world I admire so 
much — for I don't consider that I've, myself, a great 
deal I daresay, however, that I should let you 
know just as soon if I were engaged." 
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"Which, unfortunately, is exactly what you're 
not!" Rose, having finished her titivation of the 
child, sank comfortably back on the bench. " Do you 
object to my speaking to you of that ? " she asked. 

Jean hesitated ; she had only after letting them 
escape become conscious of the reach of her words, 
the inadvertence of which showed how few waves of 
emotion her scene with Paul Beever had left to 
subside. She coloured as she replied : " I don't 
know how much you know." 

" I know everything," said Rose. " Mr. Beever 
has already told me." 

Jean's flush, at this, deepened. "Mr. Beever 
already doesn't care ! " 

" That's fortunate for you, my dear ! Will you 
let me tell you," Rose continued, " how much /do ? " 

Jean again hesitated, looking, however, through 
her embarrassment, very straight and sweet. "I 
don't quite see that it's a thing you should tell me 
or that I'm really obliged to hear. It's very good 
of you to take an interest " 

"But however good it may be, it's none of my 
business: is that what you mean?" Rose broke 
in. " Such an answer is doubtless natural enough. 
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My having hoped you would accept Paul Beever, 
and above all my having rather publicly expressed 
that hope, is an apparent stretch of discretion that 
you're perfectly free to take up. But you must 
allow me to say that the stretch is more apparent 
than real. There's discretion and discretion — and 
it's all a matter of motive. Perhaps you can guess 
mine for having found a reassurance in the idea 
of your definitely bestowing your hand. It's a 
very small and a very pretty hand, but its possible 
action is out of proportion to its size and even to 
its beauty. It was not a question of meddling in 
your affairs — ^your affairs were only one side of the 
matter. My interest was wholly in the effect of 
your marriage on the affairs of others. Let me 
say, moreover," Rose went smoothly and inexorably 
on, while Jean, listening intently, drew shorter 
breaths and looked away, as if in growing pain, 
from the wonderful white, mobile mask that 
supplied half the meaning of this speech — "let 
me say, morever, that it strikes me you hardly 
treat me with fairness in forbidding me an allusion 
that has after all so much in common with the fact, 
in my own situation, as to which you've no scruple 
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in showing me your exuberant joy. You clap your 
hands over my being — if you'll forgive the vulgarity 
of my calling things by their names — ^got out of the 
way; yet I must suffer in silence to see you rather 
more in it than ever." 

Jean turned again upon her companion a face 
bewildered and alarmed : unguardedly stepping into 
water that she had believed shallow, she found 
herself caught up in a current of fast-moving 
depths — a cold, full tide that set straight out to 
sea. "Where am I?" her scared silence seemed 
for the moment to ask. Her quick intelligence 
indeed, came to her aid, and she spoke in a voice 
out of which she showed that she tried to keep 
her heart-beats. "You call things, certainly, by 
names that are extraordinary; but I, at any rate, 
follow you far enough to be able to remind you 
that what I just said about your engagement was 
provoked by your introducing the subject." 

Rose was silent a moment, but without prejudice, 
clearly, to her firm possession of the ground she 
stood on — a power to be effectively cool in exact 
proportion as her interlocutress was troubled. "I 
introduced the subject for two reasons. One of 
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them was that your eager descent upon us at that 
particular moment seemed to present you in the 
light of an inquirer whom it would be really rude 
not to gratify. The other was just to sec if you 
would succeed in restraining your glee." 

" Then your story isn't true ? " Jean asked with 
a promptitude that betrayed the limits of her cir- 
cumspection. 

"There you are again!" Rose laughed. "Do 
you know your apprehensions are barely decent? 
I haven't, however, laid a trap with a bait that's 
all make-believe. It's perfectly true that Mr. Vidal 
has again pressed me hard — it's not true that I've 
yet given him an answer completely final. But as 
I mean to at the earliest moment, you can say so 
to whomever you like." 

"I can surely leave the saying so to you /^' Jean 
returned. " But I shall be sorry to appear to have 
treated you with a want of confidence that may 
give you a complaint to make on the score of my 
manners — ^as to which you set me too high an 
example by the rare perfection of your own. Let 
me simply let you know, then, to cover every 
possibility of that sort, that I intend, under no 



THE OTHER HOUSE 87 

circumstances — ever — ever — to marry. So far as 
that knowledge may satisfy you, you're welcome 
to the satisfaction. Perhaps in consideration of 
it," Jean wound up, with an effect that must have 
struck her own ear as the greatest she had ever 
produced — "perhaps in consideration of it you'll 
kindly do what I ask you." 

The poor girl was destined to see her effect 
reduced to her mere personal sense of it. Rose 
made no movement save to lay her hands on Effie's 
shoulders, while that young lady looked up at the 
friend of other occasions in round-eyed detachment, 
following the talk enough for curiosity, but not 
enough either for comprehension or for agitation. 
"You take my surrender for granted, I suppose, 
because you've worked so long to produce the 
impression, which no one, for your good fortune, 
has gainsaid, that she's safe only in your hands. 
But / gainsay it at last, for her safety becomes a 
very different thing from the moment you give 
such a glimpse of your open field as you must 
excuse my still continuing to hold that you do 
give. My 'knowledge' — to use your term — that 
you'll never marry has exactly as much and as 
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little weight as 3rour word for it. I leave it to your 
conscience to estimate that wonderful amount. You 
say too much — both more than I ask you and more 
than I can oblige you by prescribing to myself to 
take seriously. You do thereby injustice to what 
must be always on the cards for you — the possible 
failure of the great impediment. Tm disinterested 
in the matter — I shall marry, as Fve had the honour 
to inform you, without having to think at all of 
impediments or failures. That's the difference 
between us, and it seems to me that it alters 
everything. I had a delicacy — but now Fve nothing 
in the world but a fear." 

Jean had got up before these remarks had gone 
far, but even though she fell back a few steps her 
dismay was a force that condemned her to take 
them in. "God forbid I should understand you," 
she panted; "I only make out that you say and 
mean horrible things and that you're doing your 
best to seek a quarrel with me from which you 
shall derive some advantage that, Tm happy to feel, 
is beyond my conception." Both the women were 
now as pale as death, and Rose was brought to her 
feet by the pure passion of this retort. The manner 
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of it was such as to leave Jean nothing but to walk 
away, which she instantly proceeded to do. At the 
end of ten paces, however, she turned to look at 
their companion, who stood beside Rose, held by 
the hand, and whom, as if from a certain considera- 
tion for infant innocence and a certain instinct of 
fair play, she had not attempted to put on her side 
by a single direct appeal from intimate eyes. This 
appeal she now risked, and the way the little girFs 
face mutely met it suddenly precipitated her to 
blind supplication. She became weak — she broke 
down. " I beseech you to let me have her." 

Rose Armiger's countenance made no secret of 
her appreciation of this collapse. " 111 let you have 
her on one condition," she presently replied. 

" What condition ? " 

"That you deny to me on the spot that you've 
but one feeling in your soul. Oh, don't look vacant 
and dazed," Rose derisively pursued; "don't look 
as if you didn't know what feeling I mean! 
Renounce it — repudiate it, and I'll never touch 
her again ! " 

Jean gazed in sombre stupefaction. "I know 
what feeling you mean," sne said at last, "and 
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Vm incapable of meeting your condition. I ' deny/ 
I ' renounce/ I ' repudiate ' as little as I hope, as I 
dream, or as I feel that I'm likely ever again even 

to utter •! " Then she brought out in her baffled 

sadness, but with so little vulgarity of pride that 
she sounded, rather, a note of compassion for a 
perversity so deep: ''It's because of that that I 
want her ! " 
" Because you adore him — and she's his ? " 
Jean faltered, but she was launched. " Because 
I adore him-^and she's his." 

"/want her for another reason," Rose declared. 
" I adored her poor mother — ^and she's hers. That's 
my ground, that's my love, that's my faith." She 
caught Efiie up again ; she held her in two strong 
arms and dealt her a kiss that was a long consecra- 
tion. "It's as your dear dead mother's, my own, 
my sweet, that — if it's time — I shall carry you to 
bed!" She passed swiftly down the slope with 
her burden and took the turn which led her out of 
sight. Jean stood watching her till she disappeared 
and then waited till she had emerged for the usual 
minute on the rise in the middle of the bridge. 
She saw her stop again there, she saw her again, 



THE OTHER HOUSE 91 



as if in the triumph — a great open-air insolence — 
of possession, press her face to the little girl's. 
Then they dipped together to the further end and 
were lost, and Jean, after taking a few vague steps 
on the lawn, paused, as if sick with the aftertaste 
of her encounter, and turned to the nearest seat. 
It was close to Mrs^ Beever's blighted tea-table, 
and when she had sunk into the chair she threw 
her arms upon this support and wearily dropped 
her head. 



XXVI 

At the end of some minutes, with the sense of being 
approached, she looked up and saw Paul Beever. 
Returning to the garden, he had stopped short at 
sight of her, and his arrival made her spring to her 
feet with the fear of having, in the belief that she 
was unobserved, shown him something she had 
never shown. But as he bent upon her his kind, 
ugly face there came into her own the comfort of a 
general admission, the drop of all attempt at a 
superfine surface : they stood together without 
saying a word, and there passed between them 
something sad and clear, something that was in its 
essence a recognition of the great, pleasant oddity 
of their being drawn closer by their rupture. They 
knew everything about each other now and, young 
and clean and good as they were, could meet not 
only without attenuations, but with a positive 
friendliness that was for each, from the other, a 
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moral help. Paul had no need of speech to show 
Jean how he thanked her for understanding why he 
had not besieged her with a pressure more heroic, 
and she, on her side, could enter with the tread of 
a nurse in a sick-room into the spirit of that accom- 
modation. They both, moreover, had been closeted 
with his mother — ^an experience on which they 
could, with some dumb humour, compare notes. 
The girl, finally, had now, to this dear boy she 
didn't love, something more to give than she had 
ever given; and after a little she could see the 
dawn of suspicion of it in the eyes with which he 
searched her grave face. 

'' I knew Miss Armiger had come back here, and 
I thought I should find her," he presently ex- 
plained. 

" She was here a few minutes ago— she has just 
left me," Jean said. 

" To go in again ? " Paul appeared to wonder he 
had not met her on his way out. 

" To go over to Bounds." 

He continued to wonder. " With Mr. Bream ? " 

w No— with his Uttle girl." 

Paul's surprise increased. "She has taken her up ? " 
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Jean hesitated ; she uneasily laughed. ** Up — up 
— up : away up in her arms ! " 

Her companion was more literal. "A young 
woman of Effie's age must be a weight ! " 

"I know what weight — I've carried her. Miss 
Armiger did it precisely to prevent that." 

" To prevent your carrying her ? " 

** To prevent my touching or, if possible, looking 
at her. She snatched her up and fled with her — to 
get her away from me." 

"Why should she wish to do that?" Paul 
inquired. 

" I think you had better ask her directly." Then 
Jean added : " As you say, she has taken her up. 
She's her occupation, from this time." 

" Why, suddenly, from this time ? " 

" Because of what has happened." 

** Between you and me ? " 

" Yes — that's one of her reasons." 

" One of them ? " laughed Paul. " She has so 
many ? " 

" She tells me she has two." 

" Two ? She speaks of it ? " 

Jean saw, visibly, that she mystified him ; but she 
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as visibly tried to let him see that this was partly 
because she spared him. " She speaks of it with 
perfect frankness." 

" Then what's her second reason ? " 

" That if Fm not engaged " — ^Jean hung fire, but 
she brought it out — " at least she herself is." 

" She herself? — instead of you ? " 

PauFs blandness was so utter that his com- 
panion's sense of the comic was this time, and in 
spite of the cruelty involved in a correction, really 
touched. "To you? No, not to you, my dear 
Paul. To a gentleman I found with her here. To 
that Mr. Vidal," said Jean. 

Paul gasped. " You found that Mr. Vidal with her ? " 
He looked bewilderedly about. " Where then »? he ? " 

" He went over to Bounds." 

" And she went with him ? " 

" No, she went after." 

Still Paul stood staring. "Where the dickens 
did he drop from ? " 

" I haven't the least idea." 

The young man had a sudden light. "Why, I 
saw him with mamma I He was here when I came 
ofiF the river — ^he borrowed the boat." 
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" But you didn't know it was he ? " 

*' I never dreamed — and mamma never told me." 

Jean thought a moment. " She was afraid. You 
see Fm not." 

Paul Beever more pitifully wondered; he re- 
peated again the word she had left ringing in his 
cars. " She's * engaged ' ? " 

" So she informed me." 

His little eyes rested on her with a stupefaction 
so candid as almost to amount to a challenge ; then 
they moved away, far away, and he stood lost in 
what he felt. She came, tenderly, nearer to him, 
and they turned back to her ; on which he saw they 
were filled with the tears that another failure she 
knew of had no power to draw to them. "It's 
awfully odd 1 " he said. 

" Fve had to hurt you," she replied. " Fm very 
sorry for you." 

" Oh, don't mind it 1 " Paul smiled. 

" These are things for you to hear of — straight." 

" From her? Ah, I don't want to do that ! You 
see, of course, I shan't say anything." And he covered, 
for an instant, working it clumsily, one of his little 
eyes with the base of one of his big thumbs. 
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Jean held out her hand to him. " Do you love 
her ? " 

He took it, embarrassed, without meeting her 
look; then, suddenly, something of importance 
seemed to occur to him and he replied with simple 
alertness : " I never mentioned it 1 " 

Dimly, but ever so kindly, Jean smiled. " Because 
you hadn't had your talk with me?" She kept hold 
of his hand. "Dear Paul, I must say it again — 
you're beautiful 1 " 

He stared, not as yet taking this approval home; 
then with the same prompt veracity, "But she 
knows it, you know, all the same ! " he exclaimed. 

Jean laughed as she released him ; but it kept no 
gravity out of the tone in which she presently 
repeated : " Tm sorry for you." 

" Oh, it's all right ! May I light a cigarette ? " he 
asked. 

" As many as you like. But I must leave you." 

He had struck a match, and at this he paused. 
" Because I'm smoking ? " 

"Dear, po. Because I must go over to see 
EfHe." Facing wistfully to her little friend's 
quarter, Jean thought aloud. "I always bid her 
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* Good-night.' I don't see why — on her birthday, of 
all evenings — I should omit it." 

" Well, then, bid her * Good-night ' for me too." 
She was halfway down the slope ; Paul went in the 
same direction, puffing his cigarette hard. Then, 
stopping short, " Tony puts him up ? " he abruptly 
asked. 

" Mr. Vidal ? So it appears." 

He gazed a little, blowing his smoke, at this 
appearance. "And she has gone over to see 
him?" 

" That may be a part of her errand." 

He hesitated again. " They can't have lost much 
time I " 

" Very little indeed." 

Jean went on again ; but again he checked her 
with a question. "What has he, what has the 

matter you speak of, to do with her cutting in ?" 

He paused as if in the presence of things painfully 
obscure. 

" To the interest others take in the child ? Ah," 
said Jean, " if you feel as you do" — she hesitated — 
" don't ask me. Ask her I " 

She went her way, and, standing there in thought. 
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he waited for her to come, after an interval, into 
sight on the curve of the bridge. Then as the 
minutes elapsed without her doing so, he lounged, 
heavy and blank, up again to where he had found 
her. Manning, while his back was turned, had 
arrived with one of her aids to carry off the tea- 
things; and from a distance, planted on the lawn, 
he bent on these evolutions an attention unnaturally 
fixed. The women marched and countermarched, 
dismantling the table; he broodingly and vacantly 
watched them ; then, as he lighted a fresh cigarette, 
he saw his mother come out of the house to give 
an eye to their work. She reached the spot and 
dropped a command or two ; after which, joining him, 
she took in that her little company had dispersed. 

" What has become of every one ? " 

Paul's replies were slow; but he gave her one 
now that was distinct. ** After the talk on which I 
lately left you I should think you would know 
pretty well what had become of me" 

She gave him a keen look; her face softened. 
" What on earth's the matter with you ? " 

He placidly smoked. "Fve had my head 
punched." 
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" Nonsense — for all you mind me 1 " She scanned 
him again. " Are you ill, Paul ? " 

" Fm all right," he answered philosophically. 

" Then kiss your old mammy." Solemnly, silently 
he obeyed her ; but after he had done so she still 
held him before her eye& She gave him a sharp 
pat. " You're worth them all 1 " 

Paul made no acknowledgment of this tribute 
save to remark after an instant rather awkwardly : 
" I don't know where Tony is." 

"I can do without Tony," said his mother. 
" But Where's Tony's child ? " 

" Miss Armiger has taken her home." 

"The clever thing 1" — Mrs. Beever fairly ap- 
plauded the feat. ** She was here when you came 
out ? " 

" No, but Jean told me." 

" Jean was here ? " 

" Yes ; but she went over." 

"Over to Bounds — after what has happened?" 
Mrs. Beever looked at first incredulous; then she 
looked stem again. " What in the name of good- 
ness possesses her ? " 

" The wish to bid EfEe good-night." 
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Mrs. Beever was silent a moment. "I wish to 
heaven she'd leave Effie alone I " 

" Aren't there different ways of looking at that ? " 
Paul indulgently asked. 

"Plenty, no doubt — and only one decent one." 
The grossness of the girl's error seemed to loom 
larger. •' I'm ashamed of her ! " she declared. 

" Well, I'm not 1 " Paul quietly returned. 

" Oh, you — of course you excuse her ! " In the 
agitation that he had produced Mrs. Beever bounced 
across an interval that brought her into view of an 
object from which, as she stopped short at the sight 
of it, her emotion drew fresh sustenance. " Why, 
there's the boat ! " 

" Mr. Vidal has brought it back," said Paul. 

She faced round in surprise. "You've seen 
him ? " 

" No, but Jean told me." 

The lady of Eastmead stared. "She has seen 
him ? Then where on earth is he ? " 

" He's sta3dng at Bounds," said Paul. 

His mother's wonderment deepened. "He has 
got there already ? " 

Paul smoked a little : then he explained. " It's 
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not very soon for Hr. Vidal — be puts things 
through. He's afaready engaged to her." 

Hystifiedy at sea, Mrs. Beever dropped upon a 
bench. ** Engaged to Jean ? " 

'* Engaged to Miss Armiger.'* 

She tossed her head with impatience. "What 
news is that ? He was engaged to her five years 
ago!- 

" Well, then he is stilL They've patched it up." 

Mrs. Beever was on her feet "She has seen 
him?" 

Tony Bream at this moment came rapidly down 
the lawn and had the effect of staying Paul's 
answer. The young man gave a jerk to the stump 
of his cigarette and turned away with marked 
nervousness. 
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The lady of Eastmead fronted her neighbour with a 
certain grimness. " She has seen him — they've 
patched it up." 

Breathless with curiosity, Tony yet made but a 
bite of her news. " It's on again — it's all right ? " 

" It's whatever you like to call it I only know 
what Paul tells me." 

Paul| at this, stopped in his slow retreat, wheeling 
about. "I only know what I had just now from 
Jean." 

Tony's expression, in the presence of his young 
friend's, dropped almost comically into the con- 
siderate. " Oh, but I daresay it's so, old man. I 
was there when they met," he explained to Mrs. 
Beever, " and I saw for myself pretty well how it 
would go." 

" I confess I didn't," she replied. Then she added : 
" It must have gone with a jump ! " 
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**With a jump, precisely — and the jump was 
hers ! " laughed Tony. ** All's well that ends well I " 
He was heated — ^he wiped his excited brow, and 
Mrs. Beever looked at him as if it struck her that 
she had helped him to more emotion than she wished 
him. " She's a most extraordinary girl," he went on, 
" and the eflFort she made there, all unprepared for 
it" — he nodded at the very spot of the exploit — 
" was magnificent in its way, one of the finest things 
I've ever seen." His appreciation of the results of 
this effort seemed almost feverish, and his elation 
deepened so that he turned, rather blindly, to poor 
Paul. "Upon my honour she's cleverer, she has 
more domestic resources, as one may say, than — I 
don't care whom ! " 

" Oh, we all know how clever she is I " Mrs. Beever 
impatiently grunted. 

Tony's enthusiasm, none the less, overflowed ; he 
was nervous for joy. " I thought I did myself, but 
she had a lot more to show me 1 " He addressed 
himself again to Paul. " She told you — ^with her 
coolness ? " 

Paul was occupied with another cigarette ; he 
emitted no sound, and his mother, with a glance at 
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him, spoke for him. '' Didn't you hear him say it 
was Jean who told him ? " 

" Oh, Jean I "—Tony looked graver. " She told 
Jean ? " But his gaiety, at this image, quickly came 
back. " That was charming of her 1 " 

Mrs. Beever remained cold. " Why on earth was 
it charming?" 

Tony, though he reddened, was pulled up but an 
instant — his spirits carried him on. " Oh, because 
there hasn't been much between them, and it was 
a pretty mark of confidence." He glanced at his 
watch. " They're in the house ? " 

" Not in mine — ^in yours." 

Tony looked surprised. " Rose and Vidal ? " 

Paul spoke at last. " Jean also went over — went 
after th6m." 

Tony thought a moment. " ' After them * — ^Jean ? 
How long ago ? " 

" About a quarter of an hour," said Paul. 

Tony continued to wonder. "Aren't you mis- 
taken ? They're not there now." 

"How do you know," asked Mrs. Beever, "if 
you've not been home ? " 

"I have been home — I was there five minutes ago." 
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" Then how did you get here ? " 

" By the long way ? I took a fly. I went back 
to get a paper I had stupidly forgotten and that I 
needed for a fellow with whom I had to talk. Our 
talk was a bore for the want of it, so I drove over 
there and got it, and, as he had his train to catch, I 
then overtook him at the station. I ran it close, but 
I saw him off; and here I am." Tony shook his 
head. " There's no one at Bounds.*' 

Mrs. Beever looked at P^ul. "Then where's 
EflSc?" 

" EfEe's not here ? " Tony asked. 

** Miss Armiger took her home," said Paul. 

" You saw them go ? " 

** No, but Jean told me." 

" Then where's Miss Armiger ? " Tony continued. 
" And Where's Jean herself? " 

" Where's EfBe herself — that's the question," said 
Mrs. Beever. 

"No," Tony laughed, "the question's Where's 
Vidal ? He^s the fellow I want to catch. I asked him 
to stay with me, and he said he'd go over, and it was 
my finding just now he hadn't come over that made 
me drive on here from the station to pick him up." 



THE OTHER HOUSE 107 

Mrs. Beever gave ear to this statement, but she 
gave nothing else. '' Mr. Vidal can take care of 
himself; but if EfEe's not at home, where is she?" 
She pressed her son. " Are you sure of what Jean 
said to you ? " 

Paul bethought himself. "Perfectly, mamma. 
She said Miss Armiger carried off the little 
girl." 

Tony appeared struck with this. " That's exactly 
what Rose told me she meant to do. Then they're 
simply in the garden — ^they simply hadn't come 
in." 

" They've been in gardens enough ! " Mrs. Beever 
declared. " I should like to know the child's simply 
in bed." 

" So should I," said Tony with an irritation that 
was just perceptible ; " but I none the less deprecate 
the time-honoured custom of a flurry — I may say 
indeed of a panic — whenever she's for a moment out 
of sight." He spoke almost as if Mrs. Beever were 
trying to spoil for him by the note of anxiety the 
pleasantness of the news about Rose. The next 
moment, however, he questioned Paul with an evident 
return of the sense that toward a young man to whom 
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such a hope was lost it was a time for special tact. 
" You, at any rate, dear boy, saw Jean go ? " 

" Oh, yes — I saw Jean go." 

"And you understood from her that Rose and 
Effie went with Vidal ? " 

Paul consulted his memory. " I think Mr. Vidal 
went first." 

Tony thought a moment. '* Thanks so much, old 
chap." Then with an exaggerated gaiety that might 
have struck his companions had it not been the sign 
of so much of his conversation : " They're all a jolly 
party in the garden together. Fll go over." 

Mrs. Beever had been watching the bridge. " Here 
comes Rose — she'll tell us." 

Tpny looked, but their friend had already dropped 
on the hither side, and he turned to Paul. " You 
wouldn't object — a — to dining ? " 

" To meet Mr. Vidal ? " Mrs. Beever interposed. 
"Poor Paul," she laughed, "you're between two 
fires ! You and your guest," she said to her 
neighbour, " had better dine here." 

" Both fires at once ? " — Tony smiled at her son. 
" Should you like that better ? " 

Paul, where he stood, was lost in the act of 
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watching for Rose. He shook his head absently. 
" I don't care a rap 1 " Then he turned away again, 
and his mother, addressing Tony, dropped her voice. 

" He won't show." 

" Do you mean his feelings ? " 

" I mean for either of us." 

Tony observed him a moment. " Poor lad, I'll 
bring him round 1 " After which, " Do you mind if I 
speak to her of it ? " he abruptly inquired. 

" To Rose — of this news ? " Mrs. Beever looked 
at him hard, and it led her to reply with severity : 
" Tony Bream, I don't know what to make of you 1 " 
She was apparently on the point of making some- 
thing rather bad, but she now saw Rose at the bottom 
of the slope and straightway hailed her. " You took 
Effie home ? " 

Rose came quickly up. " Not 1 1 She isn't 
here ? " 

« 

"She's gone," said Mrs. Beever, "Where is 
she ? " 

" I'm afraid I don't know. I gave her up." Paul 
had wheeled round at her first negation ; Tony had 
not moved. Bright and handsome, but a little out 
of breath, she looked from one of her friends to the 
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Other. " You're sure she's not here ? " Her sur- 
prise was fine. 

Mrs. Beever's, however, had greater freedom. " How 
can she be, when Jean says you took her away ? " 

Rose Armiger stared ; she threw back her head. 
" ' Jean says ? ' " She looked round her. " Where 
15 'Jean'?" 

" She's nowhere about — she's not in the house." 
Mrs. Beever challenged the two men, echoing the 
question as if it were indeed pertinent. " Where is 
the girl ? " 

" She has gone to Bounds," said Tony. " She's 
not in my garden ? " 

" She wasn't five minutes ago — I've just come out 
of it." 

" Then what took you there?" asked Mr& Beever. 

** Mr. Vidal." Rose smiled at Tony : " You know 
what 1 " She turned again to Mrs. Beever, looking 
her full in the face. "I've seen him. I went over 
with him." 

" Leaving Effie with Jean — ^precisely," said Tony, 
in his arranging way. 

"She came out — she begged so hard," Rose 
explained to Mrs. Beever. " So I gave in." 
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"And yet Jean says the contrary?" this lady 
demanded in stupefaction of her son. 

Rose turned, incredulous, to Paul. '' She said to 
you — anything so false ? " 

" My dear boy, you simply didn't understand 1 " 
Tony laughed. " Give me a cigarette." 

PauFs eyes, contracted to the pin-points we have 
already seen them become in his moments of emotion, 
had been attached, while he smoked still harder, 
to Rose's face. He turned very red and, before 
answering her, held out his cigarette-case, " That 
was what I remember she said — that you had gone 
with EfEe to Bounds." 

Rose stood wonderstruck. "When she had 
taken her from me herself ? " 

Mrs. Beever referred her to Paul. "But she 
wasn't with Jean when he saw her 1 " 

Rose appealed to him. "You saw Miss Martle 
alone ? " 

" Oh yes, quite alone." Paul now was crimson 
and without visible sight. 

"My dear boy," cried Tony, impatient, "you 
simply don^i remember." 

" Yes, Tony. I remember." 



113 THE OTHER HOUSE 

Rose had turned grave — she gave Paul a sombre 
stare. ''Then what on earth had she done with 
her ? " 

" What she had done was evident : she had taken 
her home I " Tony declared with an air of incipient 
disgust. They made a silly mystery of nothing. 

Rose gave him a quick, strained smile. " But if 
the child's not there ? " 

"You just told us yourself she isn't I" Mrs. 
Beever reminded him. 

He hunched his shoulders as if there might be 
many explanations. " Then she's somewhere else. 
She's wherever Jean took her." 

" But if Jean was here without her ? " 

" Then Jean, my dear lady, had come back." 

" Come back to lie ? " asked Mrs. Beever. 

Tony coloured at this, but he controlled himself. 
" Dearest Mrs. Beever, Jean doesn't lie." 

"Then somebody does!" Mrs. Beever roundly 
brought out. 

" It's not you, Mr. Paul, I know ! " Rose declared, 
discomposed but still smiling. "Was it you who 
saw her go over ? " 

" Yes ; she left me here." 
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" How long ago ? " 

Paul looked as if fifty persons had been watching 
him. " Oh, not long I " 

Rose addressed herself to the trio. ** Then why 
on ^arth haven't I met her ? She must explain her 
astounding statement ! " 

''You'll see that she'll explain it easily/' said 
Tony. 

"Ah, but, meanwhile, where's your daughter, 
don't you know?" Rose demanded with resent- 
ment. 

" I'm just going over to see." 

"Then please ^I" she replied with a nervous 
laugh. She presented to the others, as a criticism 
of his inaction, a white, uneasy face. 

" I want first," said Tony, " to express to you my 
real joy. Please believe in it." 

She thought — ^she seemed to come back from a 
distance. "Oh, you know?" Then to Paul: 
"She told you? It's a detail," she added impa- 
tiently. " The question " — she thought again — " is 
the poor child." Once more she appealed to Paul. 
" Will you go and see ? " 

" Yes, go, boy." Tony patted his back. 

VOL. II H 
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'' Go this moment/' his mother put in. 

He none the less lingered long enough to offer 
Rose his blind face. '' I want also to express ^ 

She took him up with a wonderful laugh. ** Your 
real joy, dear Mr. Paul ? " 

"Please believe in that too." And Paul, at an 
unwonted pace, took his way. 

" I believe in everything — I believe in every one," 

Rose went on. "But I don't believe " She 

hesitated, then checked herself. " No matter. Can 
you forgive me ? " she asked of Mrs. Beever. 

" For giving up the child ? " The lady of East- 
mead looked at her hard. " No I " she said curtly, 
and, turning straight away, went and dropped into 
a seat from which she watched the retreating figures 
of her two parlourmaids, who carried off between 
them a basket containing the paraphernalia of tea. 
Rose, with a queer expression, but with her straight 
back to the painful past, quietly transferred her plea 
to Tony. "It was his coming — ^it made the 
difference. It upset me." 

" Upset you ? You were splendid I " 

The light of what had happened was in her face 
as she considered him. " You are I " she replied. 
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Then she added : " But he's finer than either of 
usi" 

" I told you four years ago what he is. He's all 
right." 

" Yes," said Rose—" he's all right. And / am— 
now," she went on. "You've been good to me." 
She put out her hand. " Good-bye." 

" Good-bye ? YouVe going ? " 

" He takes me away." 

" But not to-night ! " — ^Tony's native kindness, 
expressed in his inflection, felt that it could now risk 
almost all the forms he essentially liked. 

From the depth of Rose's eyes peeped a dis- 
tracted, ironic sense of this. But she said with all 
quietude : " To-morrow early. I may not see you." 

" Don't be absurd I " laughed Tony. 

" Ah, well — ^if you will I " She stood a moment 
looking down ; then raising her eyes, " Don't hold 
my hand so long," she abruptly said. " Mrs. Beever, 
who has dismissed the servants, is watching us." 

Tony had the appearance of having felt as if he 
had let it go ; but at this, after a glance at the 
person indicated, staring and smiling with a clear 
face, he retained his grasp of it. " How in the 
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world, with your back turned, can you see 
that?" 

*' It's with my back turned that I see most She's 
looking at us hard." 

" I don't care a hang!" said Tony gafly. 

'' Oh, I don't say it for m^elf ! " But Rose with- 
drew her hand. 

Tony put both his own into his pockets. *' I hope 
youll let me say to you — ^very simply — ^that I believe 
youll be very happy." 

" I shall be as happy as a woman can be who has 
abandoned her post" 

" Oh, your post ! " — ^Tony made a joke of that 
now. But he instantly added : " Your post wiU be 
to honour us with your company at Bounds again ; 
which, as a married woman, you see, you'll be per- 
fectly able to da" 

She smiled at him. ** How you arrange things ! " 
Then with a musing beadshake : ** We leave Eng- 
land." 

" How you arrange them I " Tony exclaimed. 
" He goes back to China ? " 

" Very soon — ^he's doing so well" 

Tony hesitated. '' I hope he has made money." 
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"A great deal. I should look better — shouldn't 
I ? — if he hadn't. But I show you enough how little 
I care how I look. I blow hot and cold; I'm all 
there — ^then I'm off. No matter," she repeated. In 
a moment she added: ''I accept your hopes for 
my happiness. It will do, no doubt, soon as I 

learn 1" Her voice dropped for impatience; 

she turned to the quarter of the approach from the 
other house. 

" That Effie's all right ? " Tony saw their mes- 
senger already in the shrubbery. "Here comes 
Paul to tell us." 

Mrs. Beever rejoined them as he spoke. ''It 
wasn't Paul on the bridge. It was the Doctor — 
without his hat." 

" Without his hat ? " Rose murmured. 

" He has it in his hand," Tony cheerfully asserted 
as their good friend emerged from cover. 

But he hadn't it in his hand, and at sight of them 
on the top of the slope he stopped short, stopped 
long enough to give Rose time to call eagerly : '' Is 
Effie there ? " 

It was long enough also to give them all time to 
see, across the space, that his hair was disordered 
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and bis look at them strange; but they had no 
sooner done so than he made a violent gesture — a 
motion to check the downward rush that he evidently 
felt his aspect would provoke. It was so imperative 
that, coming up, he was with them before they had 
moved, showing them splashed, wet clothes and a 
little hard white face that Wilverley had never seen. 
"There has been an accident" Neither had Wilverley, 
gathered into three pair of ears, heard that voice. 

The first effect of these things was to hold it an 
instant while Tony cried : " She's hurt ? " 

" She's killed ? " cried Mrs. Beever. 

"Stay where you are I" was the Doctor's stem 
response. Tony had given a bound, but, caught by 
the arm, found himself jerked, flaming red, face to 
face with Rose, who had been caught as tightly by 
the wrist. The Doctor closed his eyes for a second 
with this effort of restraint, but in the force he had 
put into it, which was not all of the hands, his captives 
submissively quivered. "You're not to go I" he 
declared — quite as if it were for their own good. 

" She's dead ? " Tony panted. 

"Who's wUh her — ^who was?" cried Rose. 

" Paul's with her — by the water." 
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" By the water ? " Rose shrieked. 

"My child's drowned?" — Tony's cry was strange. 

The Doctor had been looking from one of them to 
the other; then he looked at Mrs. Beever, who, 
instantly, admirably, with a strength quickly acknow- 
ledged by the mute motion of his expressive little 
chin toward her, had stilled herself into the appeal 
of a blanched, breathless wait. " May / go ? " 
sovereignly came from her. 

" Go. There's no one else," he said as she bounced 
down the bank. 

" No one else ? Then where's that girl ? " — Rose's 
question was fierce. She gave, as fiercely, to free 
herself, a great wrench of her arm, but the Doctor 
held her as if still to spare her what he himself had 
too dreadfully seen. He looked at Tony, who said 
with quick quietness — 

" Ramage, have I lost my child ? " 

" You'll see — be brave. Not yet — I've told Paul. 
Be quiet!'' the Doctor repeated; then his hand 
dropped on feeling that the movement he had meant 
to check in his friend was the vibration of a man 
stricken to weakness and sickened on the spot. 
Tony's face had turned black ; he was rooted to the 
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ground ; he stared at Rose, to whom the Doctor said : 
"Who, Miss Armiger, was with her?" 

All her lividness wondered. " When was it ? " 

" God knows I She was there — against the bridge." 

"Against the bridge — ^where I passed just now? 
/ saw nothing I " Rose jerked, while Tony dumbly 
closed his eyes. 

"I came over because she wasn't at the house, 
and — from the bank — there she was. I reached her 
— ^with the boat, with a push. She might have been 
half an hour " 

" It was half an hour ago she took her ! " Rose 
broke in. " She's not there ? " 

The Doctor looked at her hard. "Of whom do 
you speak ? " 

" Why, of Miss Martle — whose hands are never 
off her." Rose's mask was the mask of Medusa. 
" What has become of Miss Martle ? " 

Dr. Ramage turned with the question to Tony, 
whose eyes, open now, were half out of his head. 
" What has become of her ? " 

" She's not there ? " Tony articulated. 

" There's no one there." 

" Not Dennis ? " sprang bewilderedly from Rose. 
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The Doctor stared. " Mr. Vidal ? No, thank 
God — only Paul." Then pressing Tony: "Miss 
Martle was with her ? " 

Tony's eyes rolled over all space. " No — not 
Miss Martle." 

" But somebody was I " Rose clamoured. " She 
wasn't alone I " 

Tony fixed her an instant. " Not Miss Martle," 
he repeated. 

" But who then ? And where is she now ? " 

" It's positive she's not here ? " the Doctor asked 
of Rose. 

" Positive — Mrs. Beever knew. Where is she ? " 
Rose rang out. 

" Where in the name ? " passed, as with the 

dawn of a deeper horror, from their companion to 
Tony. 

Tony's eyes sounded Rose's, and hers blazed back. 
His silence was an anguish, his face a convulsion. 
" It isn't half an hour," he at last brought out. 

" Since it happened ? " The Doctor blinked at his 
sudden knowledge. " Then when ? " 

Tony looked at him straight. "When I was 
there." 
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" And when was that ? " 

" After I called for you." 

" To leave word for me to go ? " The Doctor set 
his face. ** But you were not going home then." 

" I did go^I had a reason. You know it," Tony 
said to Rose. 

" When you went for your paper ? " She thought. 
" But Effie wasn't there then." 

"Why not? She was there, but Miss Martle 
wasn't with her." 

"Then, in God's name, who was?" cried the 
Doctor. 

" / was," said Tony. 

Rose gave the inarticulate cry of a person who 
has been holding her breath, and the Doctor an 
equally loud, but more stupefied " You ? " 

Tony fixed upon Rose a gaze that seemed to 
count her respirations. " I was with her," he re- 
peated ; " and I was with her alone. And what was 
done — I did." He paused while they both gasped : 
then he looked at the Doctor. " Now you know." 
They continued to gasp; his confession was a 
blinding glare, in the shock of which the Doctor 
staggered back from Rose and she fell away with a 
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liberated spring. " God forgive me I " howled Tony 
— he broke now into a storm of sobs. He dropped 
upon a bench with his wretched face in his hands, 
while Rose, with a passionate wail, threw herself, 
appalled, on the grass, and their companion, in a 
colder dismay, looked from one prostrate figure to 
the other. 
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XXVIII 

The greatest of the parlourmaids came from the hall 
into the drawing-room at Eastmead — the high, 
square temple of mahogany and tapestry in which, 
the last few years, Mrs. Beever had spent much 
time in rejoicing that she had never set up new 
gods. She had left it, from the first, as it was — 
full of the old things that, on succeeding to her 
husband's mother, she had been obliged, as a young 
woman of that period, to accept as dolefully different 
from the things thought beautiful by other young 
women whose views of drawing-rooms, all about 
her, had also been intensified by marriage. She 
had not unassistedly discovered the beauty of her 
heritage, and she had not from any such subtle 
suspicion kept her hands off it. She had never in 
her life taken any course with regard to any object 
for reasons that had so little to do with her duty. 
Everything in her house stood, at an angle of its 
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own, on the solid rock of the discipline it had cost 
her. She had therefore lived with mere dry wist- 
fulness through the age of rosewood, and had been 
rewarded by finding that, like those who sit still in 
runaway vehicles, she was the only person not 
thrown out. Her mahogany had never moved, but 
the way people talked about it had, and the people 
who talked were now eager to sit down with her on 
everything that both she and they had anciently 
thought plainest and poorest It was Jean, above 
all, who had opened her eyes — opened them in 
particular to the great wine-dark doors, polished and 
silver-hinged, with which the lady of Eastmead, 
arriving at the depressed formula that they were 
"gloomy," had for thirty years, prudently on the 
whole, as she considered, shut out the question of 
taste. One of these doors Manning now softly 
closed, standing, however, with her hand on the 
knob and looking across, as if, in the stillness, to 
listen at another which exactly balanced with it on 
the opposite side of the room. The light of the long 
day had not wholly faded, but what remained of it 
was the glow of the western sky, which showed 
through the wide, high window that was still open 
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to the garden. The sensible hush in which Man- 
ning waited was broken after a moment by a 
movement, ever so gentle, of the other door. 
Mrs. Beever put her head out of the next 
room ; then, seeing her servant, closed the door 
with precautions and came forward. Her face, 
hard but overcharged, had pressingly asked a 
question. 

" Yes, ma'am — Mr. Vidal. I showed him, as you 
told me, into the library." 

Mrs. Beever thought. ** It may be wanted. Fll 
see him here." But she checked the woman's 
retreat. " Mr. Beever's in his room ? " 

" No, ma'am — he went out." 

" But a minute ago ? " 

" Longer, ma'am. After he carried in " 

Mrs. Beever stayed the phrase on Manning's lips 
and quickly supplied her own. " The dear little girl 
— ^ycs. He went to Mr. Bream ? " 

" No, ma'am — the other way." 

Mrs. Beever thought afresh. " But Miss Armiger's 
in?" 

" Oh, yes — in her room." 

" She went straight ? " 

VOL. u I 
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Manning, on her side, reflected. ''Yes, ma'am. 
She always goes straight" 

"Not always," said Mrs. Beever. "But she's 
quiet there ? " 

" Very quiet." 

" Then call Mr. Vidal." While Manning obeyed 
she turned to the window and stared at the gather- 
ing dusk. Then the door that had been left open 
closed again, and she faced about to Dennis Vidal. 

" Something dreadful has happened ? " he instantly 
asked. 

"Something dreadful has happened. You've 
come from Bounds ? " 

" As fast as I could run. I saw Doctor Ramage 
there." 

" And what did he tell you ? " 

" That I must come straight here." 

" Nothing else ? " 

" That you would tell me," Dennis said. " I saw 
the shock in his face." 

" But you didn't ask ? " 

" Nothing. Here I am." 

" Here you are, thank God 1 " Mrs. Beever gave 
a muffled moan. 
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She was going on, but, eagerly, he went before 
her. " Can I help you ? " 

" Yes — ^if there is help. You can do so first by 
not asking me a question till I have put those I wish 
to yourself." 

" Put them — put them ! " he said impatiently. 

At his peremptory note she quivered, showing 
him she was in the state in which every sound 
startles. She locked her lips and closed her eyes an 
instant; she held herself together with an effort. 
'^ Vm in great trouble, and I venture to believe that 
if you came back to me to-day it was because " 

He took her up shorter than before. " Because I 
thought of you as a friend ? For God's sake, think 
of 1^ as one ! " 

She pressed to her lips while she looked at him 
the small tight knot into which her nerves had 
crumpled her pocket-handkerchief. She had no 
tears — only a visible terror. " I've never appealed 
to one," she replied, '' as I shall appeal to you now. 
EfHe Bream is dead." Then as instant horror was 
in his eyes : " She was found in the water." 

" The water ? " Dennis gasped. 

" Under the bridge — at the other side. She had 
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been caught, she was held, in the slow current by 
some obstruction, and by the pier. Don't ask me 
how — ^when I arrived, by the mercy of heaven, she 
had been brought to the bank. But she was gone." 
With a movement of the head toward the room she 
had quitted, " We carried her back here," she went 
on. Vidal's face, which was terrible in the intensity 
of its sudden vision, struck her apparently as for 
the instant an echo, wild but interrogative, of what 
she had last said ; so she explained quickly : " To 
think — to get more time." He turned straight away 
from her ; he went, as she had done, to the window 
and, with his back presented, stood looking out in 
the mere rigour of dismay. 

She was silent long enough to show a respect for 
the particular consternation that her manner of 
watching him betrayed her impression of having 
stirred ; then she went on : " How long were you at 
Bounds with Rose ? " 

Dennis turned round without meeting her eyes 
or, at first, understanding her question. "At 
Bounds ? " 

" When, on your joining her, she went over with 

you." 
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He thought a moment. " She didn't go over with 
me. I went alone — after the child came out." 

" You were there when Manning brought her ? " 
— Mrs. Beever wondered. " Manning didn't tell 
me that." 

" I found Rose on the lawn — ^with Mr. Bream — 
when I brought back your boat. He left us 
together — after inviting me to Bounds — and then 
the little girl arrived. Rose let me hold her, and 
I was with them till Miss Martle appeared. Then 
I — ^rather uncivilly — ^went ofiF." 

" You went without Rose ? " Mrs. Beever asked. 

"Yes — I left her with the little girl and Miss 
Martle." The marked effect of this statement made 
him add : '* Was it your impression I didn't ? " 

His companion, before answering him, dropped 
into a seat and stared up at him; after which 
she articulated: 'Til tell you later. You left 
them," she demanded, "in the garden with the 
child?" 

" In the garden with the child." 

" Then you hadn't taken her ? " 
Dennis had for some seconds a failure either of 
memory or of courage; but whichever it was he 
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completely overcame it. '' By no means. She was 
in Rose's arms." 

Mrs. Beever, at this image, lowered her eyes to 
the floor; after which, raising them again, she 
continued : " You went to Bounds ? " 

" No — I turned off short. I was going, but if I 
had a great deal to think of," Dennis pursued, '' after 
I had learned from you she was here, the quantity 
wasn't of course diminished by our personal 
encounter." He hesitated. " I had seen her with 
him:' 

'' Well ? " said Mrs. Beever as he paused again. 

" I asked you if she was in love with him." 

" And 1 bade you find out for yourself." 

" Fve found out," Dennis said. 

"Well?" Mrs. Beever repeated. 

It was evidently, even in this tighter tension, 
something of an ease to all his soreness to tell 
her. " I've never seen anything like it — and there's 
not much I've not seen." 

" That's exactly what the Doctor says ! " 

Dennis stared, but after a moment, "And does 
the Doctor say Mr. Bream cares?" he somewhat 
artlessly inquired. 
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" Not a farthing." 

" Not a farthing. Fm bound to say — I could see 
it for myself/' he declared, ''that he has behaved 
very well." Mrs. Beever, at this, turning in torment 
on her seat, gave a smothered wail which pulled 
him up so that he went on in surprise: "Don't 
^ you think that ? " 

"Til tell you later," she answered. "In the 
presence of this misery I don't judge him. 

"No more do I. But what I was going to say 
was that, all the same, the way he has with a 
woman, the way he had with her there, and his 
damned good looks and his great happiness " 

** His great happiness ? God help him ! " Mrs. 
Beever broke out, springing up again in her emotion. 
She stood before him with pleading hands. " Where 
were you then ? " 

"After I left the garden? I was upset, I was 
dissatisfied — I didn't go over. I lighted a cigar; 
I passed out of the gate by your little closed pavilion 
and kept on by the river." 

"By the river?" — Mrs. Beever was blank. 
" Then why didn't you see ? " 

"What happened to the child? Because if it 
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happened near the bridge I had left the bridge 
behind." 

" But you were in sight " 

" For five minutes," Dennis said. " I was in sight 
perhaps even for ten. I strolled there, I turned 
things over, I watched the stream and, finally — 
just at the sharp bend — I sat a little on the stile 
beyond that smart new boat-house." 

"It's a horrid thing." Mrs. Beever considered. 
" But you see the bridge from the boat-house." 

Dennis hesitated. "Yes — it's a good way, but 
you've a glimpse." 

" Which showed you nothing at all ? " 

" Nothing at all ? " — his echo of the question was 
interrogative, and it carried him uneasily to the 
window, where he again, for a little, stared out. 
The pink of the sky had faded and dusk had begun 
in the room. At last he faced about. "No — I 
saw something. But I'll not tell you what it was, 
please, till I've myself asked you a thing or two." 

Mrs. Beever was silent at this: they stood face 
to face in the twilight. Then she slowly exhaled 
a throb of her anguish. " I think you'll be a help." 

"How much of one," he bitterly demanded, 
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"shall I be to myself?" But he continued before 
she could meet the question : " I went back to the 
bridge, and as I approached it Miss Martle came 
down to it from your garden." 

Mrs. Beever grabbed his arm. "Without the 
child?" He was silent so long that she repeated 
it : " Without the child ? " 

He finally spoke. " Without the child." 

She looked at him as she showed that she felt 
she had never looked at any man. "On your 
sacred honour ? " 

" On my sacred honour." 

She closed her eyes as she had closed them at 
the beginning of their talk, and the same defeated 
spasm passed over her face. "You are a help," 
she said. 

" Well," Dennis replied straightforwardly, " if it's 
being one to let you know that she was with me 
from that moment " 

Breathless she caught him up. " With you ? — 
till when ? " 

" Till just now, when we again separated at the 
gate-house: I to go over to Bounds, as I had 
promised Mr. Bream, and Miss Martle " 
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Again she snatched the words from him. "To 
come straight in ? Oh, glory be to God ! " 

Dennis showed some bewilderment. "She eUd 
come ? " 

"Mercy, yes — to meet this horror. She's with 
EfBe." She returned to it, to have it again. " She 
was With you ? " 

" A quarter of an hour — perhaps more." At this 
Mrs. Beever dropped upon her sofa again and gave 
herself to the tears that had not sooner come. She 
sobbed softly, controlling them, and Dennis watched 
her with hard, haggard pity ; after which he said : 
" As soon as I saw her I spoke to her — I felt that 
I wanted her." 

"You wanted her?" — in the clearer medium 
through which Mrs. Beever now could look up 
there were still obscurities. 

He hesitated. " For what she might say to me. 
I told you, when we spoke of Rose after my arrival, 
that I had not come to watch her. But while I was 
with them" — he jerked his head at the garden — 
" something remarkable took place." 

Mrs. Beever rose again. "I know what took 
place." 
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He seemed struck. " You know it ? " 

" She told Jean." 

Dennis stared. " I think not." 

" Jean didn't speak of it to you ? *' 

" Not a word." 

"She spoke of it to Paul," said Mrs. Beever. 
Then, to be more specific: "Something highly re- 
markable. I mean your engagement." 

Dennis was mute; but at last, in the gathered 
gloom, his voice was stranger than his silence. 
" My engagement ? " 

"Didn't you, on the spot, induce her to renew 
it?" 

Again, for some time, he was dumb. " Has she 
said so ? " he then asked. 

"To everyone." 

Once more he waited. "I should like to see 
her." 

" Here she is." 
# The door from the hall had opened as he spoke : 
Rose Armiger stood there. She addressed him 
straight and as if she had not seen Mrs. Beever. 
" I knew you'd be here — I must see you." 

Mrs. Beever passed quickly to the side of the 
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room at which she had entered, where her fifty 
years of order abruptly came out to Dennis. " Will 
you have lights ? " 

It was Rose who replied. "No lights, thanks." 
But she stayed her hostess. " May I see her ? " 

Mrs. Beever fixed a look through the dusk. 
" No ! " And she slipped soundlessly away. 



XXIX 

Rose had come for a purpose, Vidal saw, to which 
she would make but a bound, and she seemed in 
fact to take the spring as she instantly broke out : 
" For what did you come back to me ? — for what 
did you come back ? '' She approached him quickly, 
but he made, more quickly, a move that gained him 
space and that might well have been the result of 
two sharp impressions : one of these the sense that 
in a single hour she had so altered as to be ugly^ 
without a trace of the charm that had haunted him ; 
and the other the sense that, thus ravaged and dis- 
figured, wrecked in the gust that had come and 
gone, she required of him something that she had 
never required. A monstrous reality flared up in 
their relation, the perception of which was a shock 
that he was conscious for the moment of betraying 
that he feared, finding no words to answer her and 
showing her, across the room, while she repeated 
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her question, a face blanched by the change in her 
own. *' For what did you come back to me ? — for 
what did you come back ? " 

He gaped at her ; then as if there were help for 
him in the simple fact that on his own side he could 
immediately recall, he stammered out : " To you — 
to you ? I hadn't the slightest notion you were 
here ! " 

" Didn't you come to see where I was ? Didn't 
you come absolutely and publicly for me ? " He 
jerked round again to the window with the vague, 
wild gesture of a man in horrible pain, and she went 
on without vehemence, but with clear, deep inten- 
sity : " It was exactly when you found I was here 
that you did come back. You had a perfect chance, 
on learning it, not to show ; but you didn't take the 
chance, you quickly put it aside. You reflected, 
you decided, you insisted we should meet." Her 
voice, as if in harmony with the power of her plea, 
dropped to a vibration more muffled, a soft but 
inexorable pressure. "I hadn't called you, I 
hadn't troubled you, I left you as perfectly alone as 
I've been alone. It was your own passi6n and your 
own act — you've dropped upon me, jou've over- 
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whelmed me. You've overwhelmed me, I say, 
because I speak from the depths of my surrender. 
But you didn't do it, I imagine, to be cruel, and if 
you didn't do it to be cruel you did it to take what it 
would give you." Gradually, as she talked, he faced 
round again ; she stood there supported by the high 
back of a chair, either side of which she held tight. 
" You know what I am, if any man has known, and 
it's to the thing I am — whatever that is — you've come 
back at last from so far. It's the thing I am — what- 
ever that is — I now count on you to stand by." 

"Whatever that is?" — Dennis mournfully mar- 
velled. " I feel, on the contrary, that I've never, 
never known I " 

"Well, it's before anything a woman who has 
such a need as no woman has ever had." Then she 
eagerly added : " Why on earth did you descend on 
me if you hadn*t need of me ? " 

Dennis took for an instant, quite as if she were 
not there, several turns in the wide place ; moving 
in the dumb distress of a man confronted with the 
greatest danger of his life and obliged, while pre- 
cious minutes lapse, to snatch at a way of safety. 
His whole air was an instinctive retreat from being 
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carried by assault, and he had the effect both of 
keeping far from her and of revolving blindly round 
her. At last, in his hesitation, he pulled up before 
her. ** What makes, all of a sudden, the tremendous 
need you speak of? Didn't you remind me but an 
hour ago of how remarkably low, at our last meeting, 
it had dropped ? " 

Rose's eyes, in the dimness, widened with their 
wonder. " You can speak to me in harshness of what 
I did an hour ago ? You can taunt me with an act 
of penance that might have moved you — that did 
inove you ? Does it mean," she continued, " that 
you've none the less embraced the alternative that 
seems to you most worthy of your courage ? Did 
I only stoop, in my deep contrition, to make it 
easier for you to knock me down? I gave you 
your chance to refuse me, and what you've come back 
for then will have been only, most handsomely, to 
take it. In that case you did injustice there to the 
question of your revenge. What fault have you to 
find with anything so splendid ? " 

. Dennis had listened with his eyes averted, and he 
met her own again as if he had not heard, only 
bringing out his previous words Vith a harder 
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iteration : " What makes your tremendous need ? 
what makes your tremendous need ? " — he spoke as 
if that tone were the way of safety. " I don't in the 
least see why it should have taken such a jump. 
You must do justice, even after your act of this 
afternoon — a demonstration far greater than any I 
dreamed of asking of you — you must do justice to 
my absolute necessity for seeing everything clear. 
I didn't there in the garden see anything clear at 
all — I was only startled and wonder-struck and 
puzzled. Certainly I was touched,. as you say — I 
was so touched that I particularly suffered. But I 
couldn't pretend I was satisfied or gratified, or even 
that I was particularly convinced. You often failed 
of old, I know, to give me what I really wanted 
from you, and yet it never prevented the success of 
your effect on — what shall I call it ? " He stopped 
short. " On God knows what baser, obscurer part 
of me I I'm not such a brute as to say," he quickly 
went on, "that that effect was not produced this 

afternoon " 

" You confine yourself to saying," Rose inter- 
rupted, " that it's not produced in oiu* actual situa- 
tion." 

VOL. xx K 
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He stared through the thicker dusk ; after which, 
"I don't understand you!" he dropped "I do 
say/' he declared, " that, whatever your success to- 
day may be admitted to consist of, I didn't at least 
then make the admission. I didn't at that moment 
understand you any more than I do now; and I 
don't think I said anything to lead you to suppose 
I did. I showed you simply that I was bewildered, 
and I couldn't have shown it more than by the 
abrupt way I left you. I don't recognise that I'm 
committed to anything that deprives me of the right 
of asking you for a little more light." 

"Do you recognise by chance," Rose returned, 
" the horrible blow ? " 

" That has fallen on all this wretched place ? 
I'm unutterably shocked by it. But where does it 
come into our relations ? " 

Rose smiled in exquisite pity, which had the air, 
however, of being more especially for herself. 
"You say you were painfully affected; but you 
really invite me to go further still. Haven't I put 
the dots on all the horrid i's and dragged myself 
through the dust of enough confessions ? " 

Dennis slowly and grimly shook his head; he 
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doggedly clung to his only refuge. " I don't under- 
stand you — I don't understand you." 

Rose, at this, surmounted her scruples. '' It would 
be inexpressibly horrible to me to appear to be free 
to profit by Mr. Bream's misfortune." 

Dennis thought a moment. "To appear, you 
mean, to have an interest in the fact that the death 
of his daughter leaves him at liberty to invite you 
to become his wife ? " 

" You express it to admiration." 

He discernibly wondered. "But why should 
you be in danger of that torment to your delicacy 
if Mr. Bream has the best of reasons for doing 
nothing to contribute to it ? " 

"The best of Mr. Bream's reasons," Rose re- 
joined, " won't be nearly so good as the worst of 
mine." 

" That of your making a match with some one 
else? I see," her companion said. "That's the 
precaution I'm to have the privilege of putting in 
your power." 

She gave the strangest of smiles ; the whites of 
her excited eyes shimmered in the gloom. " Your 
loyalty makes my position perfect." 
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Dennis hesitated. " And what does it make my 
own ? " 

" Exactly the one you came to take. You have 
taken it by your startling presence ; you're up to 
your eyes in it, and there's nothing that will become 
you so as to wear it bravely and gallantly. If you 
don't like it," Rose added, " you should have thought 
of that before ! " 

"You like it so much on your side," Dennis 
retorted, "that you appear to have engaged in 
measures to create it even before the argument for 
it had acquired the force that you give such a fine 
account of." 

" Do you mean by giving it out as an accomplished 
fact ? It was never too soon to give it out ; the right 
moment was the moment you were there. Your 
arrival changed everything ; it gave me on the spot 
my advantage ; it precipitated my grasp of it." 

Vidal's expression was like a thing battered dead, 
and his voice was a sound that matched it. " You 
call your grasp your announcement ? " 

She threw back her head. " My announcement 
has reached you ? Then you know I've cut off your 
retreat." Again he turned away from her ; he flung 



THE OTHER HOUSE 149 

himself on the sofa on which, shortly before, Mrs. 
Beever had sunk down to sob, and, as if with the 
need to hold on to something, buried his face in one 
of the hard, square cushions. She came a little 
nearer to him ; she went on with her low lucidity : 
" So you can't abandon me — ^you can't. You came 
to me through doubts — ^you spoke to me through 
fears. You're mine 1 " 

She left him to turn this over ; she moved off and 
approached the door at which Mrs. Beever had gone 
out, standing there in strained attention till, in the 
silence, Dennis at last raised his head. '' What is it 
you look to me to do ? " he asked. 

She came away from the door. " Simply to see 
me through." 

He was on his feet again. " Through what, in the 
name of horror ? " 

" Through everything. If I count on you, it's to 
support me. If I say things, it's for you to say 
them." 

" Even when they're black lies ? " Dennis brought 
out. 

Her answer was immediate. " What need should I 
have of you if they were white ones ? " He was 
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unable to tell her, only meeting her mettle with 
his stupor, and she continued, with the lightest 
hint of reproach in her quiet pain : " I thank you 
for giving that graceful name to my weak boast 
that you admire me." 

He had a sense of comparative idiotcy. " Do you 
expect me — on that admiration — to marry you ? " 

" Bless your innocent heart, no ! — for what do you 
take me? I expect you simply to make people 
believe that you mean to." 

" And how long will they believe it if I don't ? " 

"Oh, if it should come to that," said Rose, "you 
can easily make them believe that you have .'" She 
took a step so rapid that it was almost a spring ; she 
had him now and, with her hands on his shoulders, 
she held him fast. " So you see, after all, dearest, 
how little I ask ! " 

He submitted, with no movement but to close his 
eyes before the new-bom dread of her caress. Yet 
he took the caress when it came — ^the dire confes- 
sion of her hard embrace, the long entreaty of her 
stony kiss. He might still have been a creature 
trapped in steel ; after she had let him go he still 
stood at a loss how to turn. There was something. 
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however, that he presently opened his eyes to try. 
" That you went over with me — ^that's what you wish 
me to say ? " 

" Over to Bounds ? Is that what / said ? I can't 
think." But she thought all the same. " Thank you 
for fixing it. If it's that, stick to it ! " 

"And to our having left the child with Miss 
Martle ? " 

This brought her up a moment. " Don't ask me 
— simply meet the case as it comes. I give you," 
she added in a marvellous manner, " a perfectly free 
hand ! " 

" You're very liberal," said Dennis, " but I think 
you simplify too much." 

" I can hardly do that if to simplify is to leave it 
to your honour. It's the beauty of my position that 
yotCre believed." 

"That, then, gives me a certain confidence in 
telling you that Miss Martle was the whole time 
with me." 

Rose stared. " Of what time do you speak ? " 

" The time after you had gone over to Bounds with 

Effie." 
Rose thought again. " Where was she with you ? " 
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" By the river, on this side." 

" On this side ? You didn't go to Bounds ? " 

** Not when I left you for the purpose. I obeyed 
an impulse that made me do just the opposite. You 
see,** said Dennis, "that there's a flaw in my 
honour ! You had filled my cup too full — I couldn't 
carry it straight I kept by the stream — I took a 
walk." 

Rose gave a low, vague sound '' But Miss Martle 
and I were there together." 

" You were together till you separated. On my 
return to the bridge I met her." 

Rose hesitated. " Where was she going ? " 

" Over to Bounds — but I prevented her." 

" You mean she joined you ? " 

" In the kindest manner — for another turn. I took 
her the same way again." 

Once more Rose thought. "But if she was 
going over, why in the world should she have let 
you ? " 

Dennis considered. " I think she pitied me." 

" Because she spoke to you of me ? " 

" No ; because she didn't. But I spoke to her of 
you," said Dennis. 
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" And what did you say ? " 

He hung fire a moment. "That-^a short time 
before — I saw you cross to Bounds." 

Rose slowly sat down. " You saw me ? " 

"On the bridge, distinctly. With the child in 
your arms." 

" Where were you then ? " 

"Far up the stream — beyond your observation." 

She looked at him fixedlyi her hands locked 
together between her knees. "You were watch- 
ing me?" Portentous and ghostly, in the darker 
room, had become their confronted estrange- 
ment. 

Dennis waited as if he had ^ a choice of answers ; 
but at last he simply said : " I saw no more." 

His companion as slowly rose again and moved 
to the window, beyond which the garden had now 
grown vague. She stood before it a while ; then, 
without coming away, turned her back to it, so that 
he saw her handsome head, with the face obscure, 
against the evening sky. " Shall I tell you who did 
it ? " she asked. 

Dennis Vidal faltered. " If you feel that you're 
prepared." 
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"I've been preparing. I see it's best" Again, 
however, she was silent 

This lasted so long that Dennis finally spoke. 
" Who did it ? " 

" Tony Bream — to marry Jean." 

A loud somid leaped from him, which was thrown 
back by the sudden opening of the door and a 
consequent gush of light. Manning marched in with 
a high lamp, and Doctor Ramage stood on the 
threshold. 



XXX 

I 

The Doctor remained at the door while the maid put 
down her lamp, and he checked her as she pro- 
ceeded to the blinds and the other duties of the 
moment. 

"Leave the windows, please; it's warm. That 
will do — ^thanks." He closed the door on her extin- 
guished presence and he held it a little, mutely, 
with observing eyes, in that of Dennis and Rose. 

" Do you want tne?" the latter promptly asked, in 
the tone, as he liked, of readiness either to meet 
him or to withdraw. She seemed to imply that at 
such an hour there was no knowing what any one 
might want. Dennis's eyes were on her as well 
as the Doctor's, and if the lamp now lighted her 
consciousness of looking horrible she could at 
least support herself with the sight of the crude 
embarrassment of others. 

The Doctor, resorting to his inveterate practice 
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when confronted with a question, consulted his 
watch. ''I came in for Mr. Vidal, but I shall be 
glad of a word with you after I've seen him. I 
must ask you, therefore " — ^and he nodded at the 
third door of the room — " kindly to pass into the 
library." 

Rose, without haste or delay, reached the point he 
indicated. " You wish me to wait there ? " 

" If you'll be so good." 

" While you talk with him ? " 

" While I talk with ' him.' " 

Her eyes held Vidal's a minute. "Ill wait." 
And she passed out. 

The Doctor immediately attacked him. " I must 
appeal to you for a fraction of your time. I've seen 
Mrs. Beever." 

Dennis hesitated. " I've done the same." 

" It's because she has told me of your talk that I 
mention it. She sends you a message." 

" A message ? " Dennis looked as if it were open to 
him to question indirectness. "Where then is she ?" 

" With that distracted girl." 

" Miss Martle ?" Dennis hesitated. "Miss Martle 
so greatly feels the shock ? " 
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"'Feels' it, my dear sir?" the Doctor cried. 
" She has been made so pitifully ill by it that there's 
no saying just what turn her condition may take, 
and she now calls for so much of my attention as 
to force me to plead, with you, that excuse for 
my brevity. Mrs. Beever," he rapidly pursued, 
"requests you to regard this hurried inquiry as 
the sequel to what you were so good as to say 
to her.'* 

Dennis thought a moment ; his face had changed 
as if by the action of Rose's disappearance and the 
instinctive revival, in a different relation, of the 
long, stiff habit of business, the art of treating 
affairs and meeting men. This was the art of not 
being surprised, and, with his emotion now con- 
trolled, he was discemibly on his guard. "I'm 
afraid," he replied, " that what I said to Mrs. Beever 
was a very small matter." 

" She doesn't think it at all a small matter to have 
said you'd help her. You can do so — in the cruel 
demands our catastrophe makes of her — by con- 
sidering that I represent her. It's in her name, 
therefore, that I ask you if you're engaged to be 
married to Miss Armiger." 



V 
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Dennis had an irrepressible start; but it might 
have been quite as much at the freedom of the 
question as at the di£5culty of the answer. " Please 
say to her that — I am." He spoke with a deamess 
that proved the steel surface he had in a few minutes 
forged for his despair. 

The Doctor took the thing as he gave it, only 
drawing from his pocket a key, which he held 
straight up. " Then I feel it to be only right to say 
to you that this locks " — and he indicated the quarter 
to which Rose had retired — " the other door.'* 

Dennis, with a diffident hand out, looked at him 
hard ; but the good man showed with effect that he 
was professionally used to that. " You mean she's 
a prisoner ? " 

" On Mr. Vidal's honour." , 

" But whose prisoner ? " ^ 

" Mrs. Beever's." ♦ 

Dennis took the key, which passed into his 
pocket. "Don't you forget," he then asked with 
inscrutable gravity, " that we're here, aU round, on a 

level " 

" With the garden ? " the Doctor broke in. " I 
forget nothing. We've a friend on the terrace." 



« 



THE OTHER HOUSE 159 

"A friend?" 

"Mr. Beever. A friend of Miss Armiger's," he 
promptly added. 

Still showing nothing in his face, Dennis perhaps 
showed something in the way that, with his eyes 
bent on the carpet and his hands interclenched behind 
him, he slowly walked across the room. At the end 
of it he turned round. " If I have this key, who has 
the other ? " 

"The other?" 

" The key that confines Mr. Bream." 

The Doctor winced, but he stood his ground. " I 
have it." Then he said as if with a due recognition 
of the weight of the circumstance : " She has told 
you ? " 

Dennis turned it over. " Mrs. Beever ? " 

" Miss Armiger." There was a faint sharpness in 
the Doctor's tone. 

It had something evidently to do with the tone in 
which Dennis replied. " She has told me. But if 
you've left him " 

" I've not left him. I've brought him over." 

Dennis showed himself at a loss. " To see me?^* 

The Doctor raised a solemn, reassuring hand; 
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then, after an instant, ** To see his child," he colour- 
lessly said. 

" He desires that ? " Dennis asked with an accent 
that emulated this detachment. 

" He desires that." Dennis turned away, and in 
the pause that followed the air seemed charged with 
a consciousness of all that between them was repre- 
sented by the unspoken. It lasted indeed long 
enough to give to an auditor, had there been one, a 
sense of the dominant unspeakable. It was as if 
each were waiting to have something from the other 
first, and it was eventually clear that Dennis, who 
had not looked at his watch, was prepared to wait 
longest. The Doctor had moreover to recognise 
that he himself had sought the interview. He impa- 
tiently summed up his sense of their common attitude. 
" I do full justice to the difficulty created for you 
by your engagement. That's why it was important 
to have it from your own lips.'' His companion 
said nothing, and he went on : " Mrs. Beever, all 
the same, feels that it mustn't prevent us from putting 
you another question, or rather from reminding you 
that there's one that you led her just now to expect 
that you'll answer." The Doctor paused again, but 
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he perceived he must go all the way. " From the 
bank of the river you saw something that bears 
upon this " — he hesitated ; then daintily selected his 
words — "remarkable performance. We appeal to 
your sense of propriety to tell us what you saw." 

Dennis considered. ** My sense of propriety is 
strong; but so — just now — is my sense of some 
other things. My word to Mrs. Beever was con- 
tingent. There are points / want made clear." 

" I'm here," said the Doctor, " to do what I can to 
satisfy you. Only be go good as to remember that 
time is everything." He added, to drive this home, 
in his neat, brisk way: ''Some action has to be 
taken." 

" You mean a declaration made ? " 

" Under penalty," the Doctor assented, " of con- 
sequences sufBciently tremendous. There has been 
an accident of a gravity " 

Dennis, with averted eyes, took him up. " That 
can^t be explained away ? " 

The Doctor looked at his watch; then, still 
holding it, he quickly looked up at Dennis. "You 
wish her presented as dying of a natural cause ? " 

Vidal's haggard face turned red, but he instantly 

VOL, u I, 
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recovered himself. " Why do you ask, if you've a 
supreme duty ? " 

" I haven't one — worse luck. I've fifty." 

Dennis fixed his eyes on the watch. " Does that 
mean you can keep the thing quiet ? " 

The Doctor put his talisman away. "Before I 
say I must know what you'll do for me." 

Dennis stared at the lamp. "Hasn't it gone 
too far?" 

" I know how far : not so far, by a peculiar 
mercy, as it might have gone. There has been 
an extraordinary coincidence of chances — a nuracle 
of conditions. Everything appears to serve." He 
hesitated; then with great gravity: "We'll call it 
a providence and have done with it." 

Dennis turned this over. "Do you allude to 
the absence of witnesses ? " 

"At the moment the child was found. Only the 

blessed three of us. And she had been there ^" 

Stupefaction left him counting. 

Dennis jerked out a sick protest. " Don't tell me 

how long! What do / want ?" What he 

wanted proved, the next moment, to be more 
knowledge. " How do you meet the servants ? " 
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" Here ? By giving a big name to her complaint. 
None of them have seen her. She was carried in 
with a success 1 " The Doctor threw up trium- 
phant little hands. 

" But the people at the other house ? " 

" They know nothing but that over here she has 
had an attack which it will bd one of the fifty duties 
of mine I mentioned to you to make sufficiently 
remarkable. She was out of sorts this morning — 
this afternoon I was summoned. That call of 
Tony's at my house is the providence 1 " 

But still Dennis questioned. '' Hadn't she some 
fond nurse — some devoted dragon ? " 

" The great Gorham ? Yes : she didn't want her 
to come; she was cruelly overborne. Well," the 
Doctor lucidly pursued, "I must face the great 
Gorham. I'm already keeping her at bay — doctors, 
you see, are so luckily despots ! They're blessedly 
bullies. She'll be tough — but it's all tough ! " 

Dennis, pressing his hand to his head, began 
wearily to pace again: it was far too tough for 
kim. But he suddenly dropped upon the sofa, all 
but audibly moaning, falling back in the despair 
that broke through his false pluck. His interlocutor 
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watched his pain as if he had something to hope 
firom it; then abruptly the young man bq;an: "I 

don't in the least conceive how " He stopped 

short : even this he couldn't bring out 

"How was it done? Small blame to you! It 
was done in one minute — ^with the aid of a boat 
and the temptation (well call it!) of solitude. 
The boat's an old one of Tony's own — ^pad- 
locked, but with a long chain. To see the place," 
said the Doctor after an instant, "is to see the 
deed." 

Dennis threw back his head; he covered his 
distorted face with his two hands. "Why in thun- 
der should I see it ?" 

The Doctor had moved towards him; at this he 
seated himself beside him and, going on with quiet 
clearness, applied a controlling, soothing grasp to 
his knee. " The child was taken into the boat and 
it was tilted: that was enough — the trick was 
played." Dennis remained motionless and dumb, 
and his companion completed the picture. "She 
was immersed — she was held under water — she was 
made sure of. Oh, I grant you it took a hand — 
and it took a spirit ! But they were there. Then 
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she was left. A pull of the chain brought back the 
boat ; and the author of the crime walked away." 

Dennis slowly shifted his position, dropped his 
head, dropped his hands, sat staring lividly at the 
floor. " But how could she be caught?" 

The Doctor hesitated, as if in the presence of an 
ambiguity. "The poor little girl? You'd see if 
you saw the place." 

"I passed it to come back here," Dennis said. 
" But I didn't look, for I didn't know." 

The Doctor patted his knee. " If you had known 
you would have looked still less. She rose; she 
drifted some yards; then she was washed against 
the base of the bridge, and one of the openings of 
her little dress hooked itself to an old loose clamp. 
There she was kept." 

" And no one came by ? " 

"No one came till, by the mercy of God, / 
came I " 

Dennis took it in as if with a long, dry gulp, and 
the two men sat for a minute looking at each other. 
At last the younger one got up. "And yet the risk 
of anything but a straight course is hideous." 

The Doctor kept his place. " Everything's hideous. 



i66 THE OTHER HOUSE 

I appreciate greatly," he added, "the gallantry of 
your reminding me of my danger. Don't think I 
don't know exactly what it is. But I have to think 
of the danger of others. I can measure mine; I 
can't measure theirs." 

" I can return your compliment," Dennis replied. 
" ' Theirs,' as you call it, seems to me such a fine 
thing for you to care for." 

The Doctor, with his plump hands folded on his 
stomach, gave a small stony smile. " My dear man, 
I care for my friends 1 " 

Dennis stood before him; he was visibly mys- 
tified. "There's! a person whom it's very good 
of you to take this occasion of calling by that 
name ! " 

Doctor Ramage stared; with his vision of his 
interlocutor's mistake all his tight curves grew 
tense. Then, as he sprang to his feet, he seemed 
to crack in a grim little laugh. " The person you 
allude to is, I confess, not, my dear sir " 

" One of the persons," said Dennis, " whom you 
wish to protect ? It certainly would have surprised 
me to hear it! But you spoke of your * friends.' 
Who then is your second one ? " 



THE OTHER HOUSE 107 

The Doctor looked astonished at the question. 
"Why, sweet Jean Martle." 

Dennis equally wondered. '' I should have sup- 
posed her the first 1 Who then is the other ? " 

The Doctor lifted his shoulders. "Who but 
poor Tony Bream ? " 

Dennis thought a moment. " What's his danger ? " 

The Doctor grew more amazed. "The danger 
weVe been talking of 1" 

** Have we been talking of thcU ? " 

" You ask me, when you told me you knew ? " 

Dennis, hesitating, recalled. ''Knew that he's 
accused ? " 

His companion fairly sprang at him. "Accused 
by her too ? " 

Dennis fell back at his onset " Is he by anybody 
else ? " 

The Doctor, turning crimson, had grabbed his 
arm; he blazed up at him. "You don't know it 
all?" 

Dennis faltered. " Is there any more ? " 

" Tony cries on the housetops that he did it I " 

Dennis, blank and bewildered, sank once more on 
his sofa. " He cries ? " 
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" To cover Jean." 

Dennis took it in. " But if she is covered ? " 

" Then to shield Miss Armiger." 

Poor Dennis gazed aghast. "Who meanwhile 
denounces him ? " He was on his feet again ; again 
he moved to the open window and stood there while 
the Doctor in silence waited. Presently he turned 
round. " May I see him ? " 

The Doctor, as if he had expected this, was 
already at the door. "God bless you I" And he 
flashed out. 

Dennis, left alone, remained rigid in the middle 
of the room, immersed apparently in a stupor of 
emotion ; then, as if shaken out of it by a return 
of conscious suffering, he passed in a couple of 
strides to the door of the library; Here, however, 
with his hand on the knob, he yielded to another 
impulse, which kept him irresolute, listening, drawing 
his breath in pain. Suddenly he turned away — ^Tony 
Bream had come in. 



XXXI 

"If in this miserable hour Tve asked you for a 
moment of your time," Dennis immediately said, " I 
beg you to believe it's only to let you know that 

anything in this world I can do for you " Tony 

raised a hand that mutely discouraged as well as 
thanked him, but he completely delivered himself: 
" Fm ready, whatever it is, to do on the spot." 

With his handsome face smitten, his red eyes 
contracted, his thick hair disordered and his black 
garments awry, Tony had the handled, hustled look 
of a man just dragged through some riot or some 
rescue and only released to take breath. Like Rose, 
for Dennis, he was deeply disfigured, but with a 
change more passive and tragic. His bloodshot 
eyes fixed his interlocutor's. " Fm afraid there's 
nothing any one can do for me. My disaster's over- 
whelming ; but I must meet it myself." 

There was courtesy in his voice ; but there was 
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something hard and dry in the way he stood there, 
something so opposed to his usual fine overflow that 
for a minute Dennis could only show by pitying 
silence the full sense of his wretchedness. He was 
in the presence of a passionate perversity — an atti- 
tude in which the whole man had already petrified. 
" Will it perhaps help you to think of something,** 
he presently said, " if I tell you that your disaster 
is almost as much mine as yours, and that whafs of 
aid to one of us may perhaps therefore be of aid to 
the other ? " 

"It's very good of you," Tony replied, "to be 
willing to take upon you the smallest comer of so 
big a burden. Don't do that — don't do that, Mr. 
Vidal," he repeated, with a heavy head-shake. 
" Don't come near such a thing ; don't touch it ; 
don't know it ! " He straightened himself as if with 
a long, suppressed shudder ; and then with a sharper 
and more sombre vehemence, " Stand from under 
it I " he exclaimed. Dennis, in deeper compassion, 
looked at him with an intensity that might have 
suggested submission, and Tony followed up what 
he apparently took for an advantage. " You came 
here for an hour, for your own reasons, for your 
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relief : you came in all kindness and trust. You've 
encountered an unutterable horror, and you've only 
one thing to do." 

** Be so good as to name it/' said Dennis. 

" Turn your back on it for ever — ^go your way this 
minute. I've come to you simply to say that." 

" Leave you, in other words ? " 

" By the very first train that will take you." 

Dennis appeared to turn this over ; then he spoke 
with a face that showed what he thought of it. " It 
has been my unfortunate fate in coming to this place 
— so wrapped, as one might suppose, in comfort and 
peace — to intrude a second time on obscure, unhappy 
things, on suffering and danger and death. I should 
have been glad, God knows, not to renew the adven- 
ture, but one's destiny kicks one before it, and I 
seem myself not the least part of the misery I speak 
of. You must accept that as my excuse for not 
taking your advice. I must stay at least till you 
understand me." On this he waited a moment ; after 
which, abruptly, impatiently, " For God's sake, Mr. 
Bream, believe in me and meet me 1 " he broke out. 

" Meet you ? " 

" Make use of the hand I hold out to you I " 
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Tony had remained just within the closed door, as 
if to guard against its moving from the other side. 
At this, with a faint flush in his dead vacancy, he 
came a few steps further. But there was something 
still locked in his conscious, altered eyes, and coldly 
absent from the tone in which he said : " You've 
come, I think, from China ? " 

" Fve come, Mr. Bream, from China." 
" And it's open to you to go back ? " 
Dennis frowned. " I can do as I wish." 
" And yet you're not oflF like a shot ? " 
" My movements and my inclinations are my own 
aflFair. You won't accept my aid ? " 

Tony gave his sombre stare. " You ask me, as 
you call it, to meet you. I beg you to excuse 
me if on my side I first inquire on what definite 

ground ? " 

Dennis took him straight up. " On the definite 
ground on which Doctor Ramage is good enough to 
do so. I'm afraid there's no better ground than 
my honour." 

Tony's stare was long and deep ; then he put out 
his hand, and while Dennis held it, " I understand 
you," he said. " Good-bye." 
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Dennis kept hold of him. " Good-bye ? " 

Tony had a supreme hesitation. " She's safe." 

Dennis had a shorter one. " Do you speak of 
Miss Martle ? " 

" Not of Miss Martle." 

" Then I can. She^s safe." 

" Thank you," said Tony. He drew away his hand. 

" As for the person you do speak of, if you say 
it " and Dennis paused. 

" She's safe," Tony repeated. 

" That's all I ask of you. The Doctor will do the 
rest." 

" I know what the Doctor will do." Tony was 
silent a moment. " What will you do ? " 

Dennis waited, but at last he spoke. " Every- 
thing but marry her." 

A flare of admiration rose and fell in Tony's eyes. 
" You're beyond me 1 " 

" I don't in the least know where I am, save that 
I'm in a black, bloody nightmare and that it's not I, 
it's not she, it's not you, it's not any one. I shall 
wake up at last, I suppose, but meanwhile " 

" There's plenty more to come ? Oh, as much as 
you like ! " Tony excitedly declared. 
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" For me, but not for you. For you the worst's 
over," his companion boldly observed. 

" Over ? with all my life made hideous ? " 

There wasacertain sturdiness in Vidal's momentary 

silence. " You think so now 1 *' Then he added 

more gently : " I grant you it's hideous enough." 

Tony stood there in the agony of the actual ; the 
tears welled into his hot eyes. " She murdered — 
she tortured my child. And she did it to incriminate 
Jean." 

He brought it all back to Dennis, whb exclaimed 
with simple solemnity : " The dear little girl — ^the 
sweet, kind little girl I " With a sudden impulse 
that, in the midst of this tenderness, seemed almost 
savage, he laid on Tony's shoulder a hard, consci- 
entious hand. " She forced her in. She held her 
down. She left her." 

The men turned paler as they looked at each 
other. " Fm infamous — Fm infamous," said Tony. 

There was a long pause that was like a 
strange assent from Dennis, who at last, however, 
brought out in a different tone: "It was her 
passion." 

" It was her passion." 
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"She loves you 1" Dennis went on with a 

drop, before the red real, of all vain terms. 

" She loves me 1 " — ^Tony's face reflected the mere 
monstrous fact. " It has made what it has made — 
her awful act and my silence. My silence is a part 
of the crime and the cruelty — I shall live to be a 
horror to myself. But I see it, none the less, as I 
see it, and I shall keep the word I gave her in the 
first madness of my fear. It came to me — there 
it is." 

" I know what came to you," Dennis said. 

Tony wondered. " Then you've seen her ? " 

Dennis hesitated. " I know it from the Doctor." 

" I see " Tony thought a moment. " She, 

I imagine " 

"Will keep it to herself? Leave that to me!" 
Dennis put out his hand again. " Good-bye." 

" You take her away ? " 

"To-night." 

Tony kept his hand. "Will her flight help 
Ramage?" 

" Everything falls in. Three hours ago I came 
for her." 

" So it will seem pre-arranged ? " 



176 THE OTHER HOUSE 

" For the event she announced to you. Our happy 
union ! " said Dennis Vidal. 

He reached the door to the hall, where Tony 
checked him. " There's nothing, then, I shall do for 
you?'' 

" It's done. We've helped each other." 

What was deepest in Tony stirred again. '' I mean 
when your trouble has passed." 

" It will never pass. Think of that when you're 
happy yourself." 

Tony's grey face stared. "How shall I ever 
be ?" 

The door, as he spoke, opened from the room to 
which Mrs. Beever had retiuned, and Jean Martle 
appeared to them. Dennis retreated. " Ask her ! ** 
he said from the threshold. 



XXXII 

Rushing to Tony, she wailed under her breath : " I 
must speak to you — I must speak to you ! But 
how can you ever look at me ? — how can you ever 
forgive me ? " In an instant he had met her ; in a 
flash the gulf was bridged : his arms had opened 
wide to her and she had thrown herself into them. 
They had only to be face to face to let themselves 
go ; he making no answer but to press her close 
against him, she pouring out her tears upon him 
as if the contact quickened the source. He held 
her and she yielded with a passion no bliss could 
have given; they stood locked together in their 
misery with no sound and no motion but her sobs. 
Breast to breast and cheek to cheek, they felt simply 
that they had ceased to be apart. This long embrace 
was the extinction of all limits and questions — 
swept away in a flood which tossed them over the 
years and in which nothing remained erect but the 
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sense and the need of each other. These things had 
now the beauty of all the tenderness that they had 
never spoken and that, for some time, even as they 
clung there, was too strange and too deep for speech. 
But what was extraordinary was that as Jean dis- 
engaged herself there was neither wonder nor fear 
between them ; nothing but a recognition in which 
everything swam and, on the girl's part, the still 
higher tide of the remorse that harried her and that, 
to see him, had made her break away fix>m the 
others. " They tell me Pm ill, Fm insane," she went 
on — " they want to shut me up, to give me things— 
they tell me to lie down, to try to sleep. But it's all 
to me, so dreadfully, as if it were / who had done it, 
that when they admitted to me that you were here I 
felt that if I didn't see you it would make me as crazy 
as they say. It's to have seen her go — to have seen 
her go : that's what I can't bear — it's too horrible I " 
She continued to sob; she stood there before him 
swayed to and fro in her grief. She stirred up his 
own, and that added to her pain ; for a minute, in 
their separate sorrow, they moved asunder like 
creatures too stricken to communicate. But they 
were quickly face to face again, more intimate, with 
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more understood, though with*the air, on either sid 
and in the very freedom of their action, of a clear 
vision of the effect of their precipitated union — the 
instinct of not again touching it with unconsecrated 
hands. Tony had no idle words, no easy consola- 
tion ; she only made him see more vividly what had 
happened, and they hung over it together while she 
accused and reviled herself. " I let her go — I let her 
go ; that's what's so terrible, so hideous. I might 
have got her — ^have kept her ; I might have screamed, 
I might have rushed for help. But how could I 
know or dream? How could the worst of my 

fears ?" She broke off, she shuddered and 

dropped; she sat and sobbed while he came and 
went. "I see her little face as she left me — she 
looked at me as if she knew. She wondered and 
dreaded : she knew — she knew I It was the last 
little look I was to have from her, and I didn't even 
answer it with a kiss. She sat there where I could 
seize her, but I never raised a hand. I was close, I 
was there — she must have called for me in her terror I 
I didn't listen — I didn't come — I only gave her up to 
be miu'dered I And now I shall be punished for 
ever : I shall see her in those arms — in those arms I " 
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Jean flung herself down and hid her face; her 
smothered wild lament filled the room. 

Tony stopped before her, seeing everything she 
brought up, but only the more helpless in his pity. 
" It was the only little minute in all the years that 
you had been forced to fail her. She was always 
more yours than mine." 

Jean could only look out through her storm-beaten 
window. " It was just because she was yours that 
she was mine. It was because she was yours from 

the first hour that I 1 " She broke down again ; 

she tried to hold herself; she got up. ** What could 
I do, you see ? To you I couldn't be kind." She 
was as exposed in her young, pure woe as a bride 
might have been in her joy. 

Tony looked as if he were retracing the saddest 
story on earth. " I don't see how you could have 
been kinder." 

She wondered with her blinded eyes. "That 
wasn't what thought I was — it couldf/t be, ever, 
ever. Didn't I try not to think of you ? But the 
child was a beautiful part of you — the child I could 
take and keep. I could take her altogether, without 
thinking or remembering. It was the only thing I 
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could do for you, and you let me, always, and she 
did. So I thought it would go on, for wasn't it 
happiness enough? But all the horrible things — 
I didn't know them till to-day ! There they were — 
so near to us ; and there they closed over her, and 
—oh!" She turned away in a fresh wild spasm, 
inarticulate and distracted. 

They wandered in silence, as if it made them more 
companions ; but at last Tony said : '' She was a 
little radiant, perfect thing. Even if she had not 
been mine you would have loved her." Then he 
went on, as if feeling his way through his thickest 
darkness : " If she had not been mine she wouldn't 
be lying there as I've seen her. Yet I'm glad she 
was mine 1 " he said. 

" She lies there because I loved her and because 
I so insanely showed it. That's why it's I who 
killed her I " broke passionately from Jean. 

He answered nothing till he quietly and gently 
answered : " It was / who killed her." 

She roamed to and fro, slowly controlling herself, 
taking this at first as a mere torment like her own. 
" We seem beautifully eager for the guilt ! " 

" It doesn't matter what any one else seems. 
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I must tell you all — now. I've taken the act on 
myself." 

She had stopped short, bewOdered. " How have 
you taken it ? " 

" To meet whatever may come.** 

She turned as white as ashes. ** You mean you've 
accused yourself? " 

"Any one may accuse me. Whom is it mcnre 
natural to accuse ? What had she to gain ? Hy 
own motive is flagrant. There it is," said Tony. 

Jean withered beneath this new stroke " You'll 
say you did it ? " 

" ra say I did it." 

Her face grew old with terror. "Youll lie? 
You'll perjure yourself? " 

" I'll say I did it for you." 

She suddenly turned crimson. "Then what do 
you think rU say ? " 

Tony coldly considered. " Whatever you say will 
tell against me." 

" Against you ? " 

" If the crime was committed for you." 

" ' For ' me ? " she echoed again. 

" To enable us to marry." 
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"Marry? — we?'' Jean looked at it in blighted 
horror. 

" It won't be of any consequence that we shan't, 
that we can't : it will only stand out clear that we 
cany His sombre ingenuity halted, but he achieved 
hi$ demonstration. " So I shall save — whom I wish 
to save." 

Jean gave a fiercer wail. "You wish to save 
her ? " 

" I don't wish to hand her over. You can't con- 
ceive it ? " 

" I ? " The girl looked about her for a negation 
not too vile. " I wish to hunt her to death ! I wish 
to burn her alive ! " All her emotion had changed 
to stupefaction ; the flame in her eyes had dried them. 
" You mean she's not to suffer ? " 

" You want her to suffer — all ? " 

She was ablaze with the light of justice. " How 
can anything be enough ? I could tear her limb from 
limb. That's what she tried to do to me ! " 

Tony lucidly concurred. " Yes — ^what she tried 
to do to you." 

But she had already flashed round. "And yel 
you condone the atrocity ? " 
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Tony thought a moment '^ Her doom will be to 
live." 

** But bow will such a fiend be suffered to live — 
when she went to it before my eyes ? " Jean stared 
at the mountain of evidence; then eagerly: "And 
Mr. Vidal — ^her very lover, who'll swear what he 
knows — ^what he saw ! " 

Tony stubbornly shook his head. "Oh, Mr.Vidal!" 

"To make me," Jean cried, "seem the mon- 
ster 1 " 

Tony looked at her so strangely that she stopped. 
" She made it for the moment possible ^" 

She caught him up. " To suspect me ? " 

" I was mad — and you're weren't there." With a 
mufQed moan she sank down again ; she covered 
her face with her hands. "I tell you all — I tell 
you all," he said. "He knows nothing — ^he saw 
nothing — ^he'U swear nothing. He's taking her 
away." 

Jean started as if he had struck her. "She's 
here ? " 

Tony wondered. " You didn't know it ? " 

" She came back ? " the girl panted. 

" You thought she had fied ? "J 






THE OTHER HOUSE 185 

Jean hung there like a poised hawk. '' Where is 
she?" 

Tony gave her, with a grave gesture, a long, 
absolute look before which, gradually, her passion 
fell. " She has gone. Let her go." 

She was silent a little. "But others: how will 
they ? " 

"There are no others." After a moment he 
added : " She would have died for me." 

The girl's pale wrath gave a flare. "So you want 
todiefor A^r?" 

" I shan't die. * But I shall remember." Then, as 
she watched him, "I must tell you all," he said 
once more. " I knew it — I always knew it. And I 
made her come." 

"You were kind to her — as you're always 
kind." 

" No ; I was more than that And I should have 
been less." His face showed a rift in the blackness. 
" I remember." 

She followed him in pain and at a distance. 
" You mean you liked it ? " 

"I liked it — while I was safe. Then I grew 
afraid." 
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''Afraid of what?" 

"Afraid of everything. You don't know — but 
we're abysses. At least Fm one I" he groaned. 
He seemed to sound this depth. " There are other 
things. They go back far." 

" Don't tell me all," said Jean. She had evidently 
enough to turn over, " What will become of her ? *' 
she asked. 

" God knows. She goes forth." 

" And Mr. Vidal with her ? " 

" Mr. Vidal with her." 

Jean gazed at the tragic picture. "Because he 
still loves her ? " 

" Yes," said Tony Bream. 

"Then what will he do?" 

"Put the globe between them. Think of her 
torture," Tony added. 

Jean looked as if she tried. "Do you mean 
that?'' 

He meant another matter. "To have only made 
us free." 

Jean protested with all her woe. " It's her triumph 
— that our freedom is horrible 1 " 

Tony hesitated; then his eyes distinguished in 
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the outer dusk Paul Beever, who had appeared at 
the long window which in the mild air stood open 
to the terrace. " It's horrible," he gravely replied. 

Jean had not seen Paul ; she only heard Tony's 
answer. It touched again the the source of tears ; 
she broke again into stifled sobs. So, blindly, 
slowly, while the two men watched her, she passed 
from the room by the door at which she had 
entered. 
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" You're looking for me ? " Tony quickly asked. 

Paul, blinking in the lamplight, showed the dismal 
desert of his face. ** I saw you through the open 
window, and I thought I would let you know " 

"That some one wants me?" Tony was all 
ready. 

" She hasn't asked for you ; but I think that if 
you could do it " 

" I can do anything," said Tony. " But of whom 
do you speak ? " 

" Of one of your servants — ^poor Mrs. Gorham." 

" Effie's nurse ? — she has come over ? " 

" She's in the garden," Paul explained. " I've 
been floundering about — I came upon her." 

Tony wondered. " But what's she doing ? " 

" Crying very hard — ^without a sound." 

" And without coming in ? " 

" Out of discretion." 
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Tony thought a moment. ''You mean because 
Jean and the Doctor ? " 

''Have taken complete charge. She bows to 
that, but she sits there on a bench " 

"Weeping and wailing?" Tony asked. "Dear 
thing, rU speak to her." 

He was about to leave the room in the summary 
manner permitted by the long widow when Paul 
checked him with a quiet reminder. " Hadn't you 
better have your hat ? " 

Tony looked about him — he had not brought it in. 
" Why ?— if it's a warm night ? " 

Paul approached him, laying on him as if to stay 
him a heavy but friendly hand. "You never go 
out without it— don't be too unusual." 

"I see what you mean — I'll get it" And he 
made for the door to the hall. 

But Paul had not done with him. "It's much 
better you should see her — it's unnatural you 
shouldn't. But do you mind my just thinking for 
you the least bit — ^asking you for instance what it's 
your idea to say to her ? " 

Tony had the air of accepting this solicitude; 
but be met the inquiry with characteristic candour. 
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''I think I've no idea but to talk with her of 
Effie." 

Paul visibly wondered. "As dangerously ill? 
That's all she knows." 

Tony considered an instant ''YeS| then — as 
dangerously ill. Whatever she's prepared for." 

" But what are you prepared for ? You're not 
afraid ? " Paul hesitated. 

"Afraid of what?" 

" Of suspicions — importunities ; her making some 
noise." 

Tony slowly shook his head. "I don't think/' 
he said very gravely, "that I'm afraid of poor 
Gorham." 

Paul looked as if he felt that his warning half 
failed. "Every one else is. She's tremendously 
devoted." 

" Yes — that's what I mean." 

Paul sounded him a moment. "You mean to 
you?'' 

The irony was so indulgent — and all irony on 
this young man's part was so rare — that Tony was 
to be excused for not perceiving it. "She'll do 
anything. We're the best of friends." 
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" Then get your hat," said Paul. 

" It*s much the best thing. Thank you for telling 
me." Even in a tragic hour there was so much in 
Tony of the ingenuous that, with his habit of good- 
nature and his hand on the door, he lingered for the 
comfort of his friend. " She'll be a resource — a fund 
of memory. She'll know what I mean — I shall 
want some one. So we can always talk." 

" Oh, yoiire safe 1 " Paul went on. 

It had now all come to Tony. " I see my way 
with her." 

" So do I ! " said Paul. 

Tony fairly brightened through his gloom. " I'll 
keep her on ! " And he took his course by the front. 

Left alone Paul closed the door on him, holding it 
a minute and lost evidently in reflections of which 
he was the subject. He exhaled a long sigh that 
was burdened with many things ; then as he moved 
away his eyes attached themselves as if in sympathy 
with a vague impulse to the door of the library. 
He stood a moment irresolute ; after which, deeply 
restless, he went to take up the hat that, on coming 
in, he had laid on one of the tables. He was in the 
act of doing this when the door of the library opened 
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and Rose Armiger stood before him. She had 
since their last meeting changed her dress and, 
arrayed for a journey, wore a bonnet and a long, 
dark mantle. For some time after she appeared 
no word came from either ; but at last she said : 
''Can you endure for a minute the sight of 
me?" 

'' I was hesitating — I thought of going to you," 
Paul replied. " I knew you were there." 

At this she came into the room. '' I knew you 
were here. You passed the window." 

" Fve passed and repassed — this hour." 

** Fve known that too, but this time I heard you 
stop. I've no light there," she went on, "but the 
window, on this side, is open. I could tell that you 
had come in." 

Paul hesitated. " You ran a danger of not finding 
me alone." 

" I took my chance— of course I knew. Fve been 
in dread, but in spite of it Fve seen nobody. Fve 
been up to my room and come down. The coast was 
clear." 

" You've not then seen Mr. Vidal ? " 

" Oh yts— him. But he's nobody." Then as if 
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conscious of the strange sound of this : " Nobody, I 
mean, to fear." 

Paul was silent a moment. " What in the world 
is it you fear?" 

"In the sense of the awful things — ^you know? 
Here on the spot nothing. About those things Fm 
quite quiet. There may be plenty to come; but 
what Fm afraid of now is my safety. There's some- 
thing in that 1 " She broke down ; there was 

more in it than she could say. 

" Are you so sure of your safety ? " 

"You see how sure. It's in your face," said 
Rose. "And your face — for what it says — is 
terrible." 

Whatever it said remained there as Paul looked 
at her. " Is it as terrible as yours ? " he asked. 

"Oh, mine — mine must be hideous; unutterably 
hideous forever! Yours is beautiful. Everything, 
every one here is beautiful." 

" I don't understand you," said Paul. 

" How should you ? It isn't to ask you to do that 
that I've come to you." 

He waited in his woful wonder. " For what 
have you come ? " 

VOL. II N 
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" You can endure it, then, the sight of me ? " 

" Haven't I told you that I thought of going to 
you?" 

"Yes — but you didn't go," said Rose. "You 
came and went like a sentinel, and if it was to watch 
me " 

Paul interrupted her. " It wasn't to watch you." 

" Then what was it for ? " 

" It was to keep myself quiet," said Paul. 

" But you're anything but quiet." 

" Yes," he dismally allowed ; " I'm anything but 
quiet." 

" There's something then that may help you : it's 
one of two things for which I've come to you. And 
there's no one but you to care. You may care a very 
little ; it may give you a grain of comfort. Let your 
comfort be that I've failed." 

Paul, after a long look at her, turned away with 
a vague, dumb gesture, and it was a part of his 
sore trouble that, in his wasted strength, he had 
no outlet for emotion, no channel even for pain. 
She took in for a moment his clumsy, massive 

misery. "No— you loathe my presence," she 
said. 
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He stood awhile in silence with his back to her, as 
if within him some violence were struggling up ; 
then with an effort, almost with a gasp, he turned 
round, his open watch in his hand. ''I saw Mr. 
Vidal," was all he produced. 

"And he told you too he would come back for 
me?" 

" He said there was something he had to do, but 
that he would meanwhile get ready. He would 
return immediately with a carriage." 

"That's why Tve waited," Rose replied. "Fm 
ready enough. But he won't come." 

"He'll come," said Paul. "But it's more than 
time." 

She drearily shook her head. " Not after getting 
off — not back to the horror and the shame. He 
thought so ; no doubt he has tried. But it's beyond 
him." 

" Then what are you waiting for ? " 

She hesitated. " Nothing— now. Thank you." 
She looked about her. " How shall I go ? " 

Paul went to the window; for a moment he 
listened. "I thought I heard wheels." 

She gave ear; but once more she shook her 
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head. ^' There are no wheels, but I can go that 
way." 

He turned back again, heavy and uncertain ; he 
stood wavering and wondering in her path. " What 
will become of you ? " he asked. 

" How do I know and what do I care ? " 

" What will become of you ? what will become 
of you?" he went on as if he had not heard 
her. 

" You pity me too much," she answered after an 
instant. " Fve failed, but I did what I could. It 
was all that I saw — it was all that was left me. It 
took hold of me, it possessed me : it was the last 
gleam of a chance." 

Paul flushed like a sick man under a new wave of 
weakness. " Of a chance for what ? " 

''To make him take her. You'll say my calcu- 
lation was grotesque — my stupidity as ignoble as my 
crime. All I can answer is that I might none the 
less have succeeded. People have — ^in worse con- 
ditions. But I don't defend myself — Fm face to face 
with my mistake. Fm face to face with it forever — 
and that's how I wish you to see me. Look at me 
well 1 " 
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" I would have done anything for you 1 " Paul as if 
all talk with her were vain, wailed under his breath. 

She considered this ; her dreadful face was lighted 
by the response it kindled. " Would you do any- 
thing now?" He answered nothing; he seemed 
lost in the vision of what was carrying her through. 
" I saw it as I saw it," she continued : " there it was 
and there it is. There it is — there it is," she repeated 
in a tone sharp, for a flash, with all the excitement 
she contrived to keep under. '^ It has nothing to do 
now with any part or any other possibility even of 
what may be worst in me. It's a storm that's past, 
it's a debt that's paid. I may literally be better." At 
the expression this brought out in him she inter- 
rupted herself. "You don't understand a word I 
utter 1 " 

He was following her — ^as she showed she could 
see — only in. the light of his own emotion ; not in 
that of any feeling that she herself could present. 
" Why didn't you speak to me — ^why didn't you tell 
me what you were thinking? There was nothing 
you couldn't have told me, nothing that wouldn't 
have brought me nearer. If I had known your 
abasement " 
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" What would you have done ? " Rose demanded. 

" I would have saved you.*' 

" What would you have done ? " she pressed. 

" Everything." 

She was silent while he went to the window. 
" Yes, I've lost you — Fve lost you," she said at last. 
"And you were the thing I might have had. He 
told me that, and I knew it." 

" ' He ' told you ? " Paul had faced round. 

" He tried to put me off on you. That was what 
finished me. Of course they'll marry," she abruptly 
continued. 

-" Oh yes, they'll marry." 

" But not soon, do you suppose ? " 

" Not soon. But sooner than they think." 

Rose looked surprised. "Do you already know 
what they think ? " 

" Yes — that it will never be." 

"Never?" 

"Coming about so horribly. But some day — it 
will be." 

" It will be," said Rose. " And I shall have done 
it for him. That's more," she said, " than even you 
would have done for me^ 
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Strange tears had found their way between PauFs 
closed lids. "YouVc too horrible," he breathed; 
"you're too horrible." 

"Oh, I talk only to you: it's all for you. 
Remember, please, that I shall never speak 
again. You see," she went on, "that he daren't 
come." 

Paul looked afresh at his watch. "I'll go with 
you." 

Rose hesitated. " How far ? " 

" I'll go with you," he simply repeated. 

She looked at him hard; in her eyes too there 
were tears. "My safety — ^my safety!" she mur- 
mured as if awestruck. 

Paul went round for his hat, which on his 
entrance he had put down. "I'll go with you," 
he said once more. 

Still, however, she hesitated. "Won't he need 
you ? " 

" Tony ?— for what ? " 

" For help." 

It took Paul a moment to understand. "He 
wants none." 

" You mean he has nothing to fear ? " 
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^ tffmi any M»picion ? Ncdm^.'' 

''That'tim advantage,'' faid Rose. ''Pcofrielikc 
bfffl toofntidL'' 

^^Peofrfe like bim uxr mudi,'' Paul rqilicd. 
Tben he exclaitned: ''Mn Vidal!''— to wbicfa, as 
»he looked, Rose responded with a low, deep 
moan. 

Dennis had appeared at the window; he gave 
signal in a short, sharp gesture and remained 
standing in the dusk of the terrace. Paul put 
down his hat; he turned away to leave his com- 
panion free. She approached him while Dennis 
waited; she lingered desperately, she wavered, as 
if with a last word to speak. As he only stood 
rigid, however, she faltered, choking her impulse 
and giving her word the form of a look. The look 
held her a moment, held her so long that Dennis 
spoke sternly from the darkness: ^^Come!" At 
this, for a space as great, she fixed her eyes on 
him ; then while the two men stood motionless 
she decided and reached the window. He put out 
a hand and seized her, and they passed quickly 
Into the night. Paul, left alone, again sounded a 
long sigh ; this time it was the deep breath of a 
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man who has seen a great danger averted. It had 
scarcely died away before Tony Bream returned. 
He came in from the hall as eagerly as he had 
gone out, and, finding Paul, gave him his news : 
" Well— I took her home." 

Paul required a minute to carry his thoughts back 
to Gorham. " Oh, she went quietly ? " 

''Like a bleating lamb. She's too glad to stay 



on." 



Paul turned this over; but as if his confidence 
now had solid ground he asked no question. '' Ah, 
you're all right ! " he simply said. 

Tony reached the door through which Jean 
had left the room; he paused there in surprise 
at this incongruous expression. Yet there was 
something absent in the way he echoed "All 
right ? " 

"I mean you have such a pull. Youll meet 
nothing but sjrmpathy. 

Tony looked indifferent and uncertain; but 
his optimism finally assented. ''I daresay I 
shall get on. People perhaps won't challenge 



me. 



" They like you too much." 
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Tony, with his hand on the door, appeared struck 
with this; but it embittered again the taste of his 
tragedy. He remembered with all his vividness to 
what tune he had been "liked/' and he wearily 
bowed his head. " Oh, too much, Paul I " he sighed 
as he went out. 



THE END 



PrtnUd by Ballantynb, Hanson & Co. 
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MR. HEINEMANN'S ANNOUNCEMENTS. 3 

THE WORKS OF LORD BYRON. 

Edited by WILLIAM ERNEST HENLEY. 

IN TEN VOLUMES. 

Volume I. LETTERS, 1804-1813. 

To be followed by 

Volumes II.-IV. LETTERS AND SPEECHES. 

Volume V. HOURS OF IDLENESS, ENGLISft 
BARDS AND SCOTCH REVIEWERS. 

Volume VI. CHILDE HAROLD. 

Small cr, 8vo, price 5s. each. 

Also an Edition limited to 150 sets for sale in Great 
Britain, printed on Van Gelder's handmade paper, price 
Five Guineas the set net. 

It is agreed that Byron's Letters, public and private, 
with their abounding ease and spirit and charm, are 
among the best in English. It is thought that Byron's 
poetry has been long, and long enough, neglected, so that 
we are on the eve of, if not face to face with, a steady 
reaction in its favour.: that, in fact, the true public has had 
enough of fluent minor l5n:ists and hide-bound (if superior) 
sonnetteers, and is disposed, in the natural course of 
things, to renew its contact with a great English poet, who 
was also a principal element in the aesthetic evolution of 
that Modern Europe which we know. 

Hence this new Byron, which will present — for the first 
time since the Seventeen Volumes Edition (1833), long 
since out of print — a master- writer and a master-influence 
in decent and persuasive terms. 

It is barely necessary to dwell on Mr. Henley's special 
qualifications for the task of editing and annotating the 
works of our poet. 



MR. HEINEMANN'S ANNOUNCEMENTS. 

THE CASTLES OF ENGLAND: 

THEIR STORY AND STRUCTURE. 



By SIR JAMES D. MACKENZIE, Bart. 

Dedicated by gracious permission to H.M. the Queen, 

IN TWO VOLUMES. 

Fully Illustrated and with many Plates. 

Price £j js. net, on Subscription, to be raised on Publication, 

It is the object of this work to record all that is known at the end of the 
nineteenth century with regard to every ancient castle in the kingdom, and it 
is believed that such a record must be welcome to all in whom the contemplation 
of these great historic monuments awakens not only admiration for their 
picturesque beauty, but also romantic speculation as to the stirring events 
which have happened there, and to the life once led within their walls. 

There were in all about six hundred such castles of stone in England. 
Those that have vanished are frequently not the least interesting, and Fother- 
ingay and Northampton conjure up memories as predous and heroic as if they 
were still standing. It has been the object of the auUior of this work to pro- 
duce a Book of Reference in which will bie found a trustworthy account of every 
fortress, defensible and castellated dwelling built from the Conquest to the 
reign of Henry VIII., including the forts or blockhouses built on the southern 
ccast by that monarch. 

Views of many of the castles are included in the work, and as much infor- 
mation as can be learned is given of theh* past history and condition. Plans 
are added to illustrate the position and defences of many of them, whereby their 
history and their structure may be the better understood. 

The book will be divided into two volumes, the first containing twenty- 
seven Home, Southern and Midland Counties : 



1. Kent. 

2. Sussex. 

3. Surrey. 

4. Middlesex. 

5. Herts. 

6. Beds. 

7. Bucks. 

8. Oxford. 

9. Berks. 



10. Hants. 

11. Wilts. 

12. Dorset. 

13. Essex. 

14. Suffolk. 

15. Norfolk. 

16. Cambridge. 

17. Hunts. 

1 8. Northants. 



19. Warwick. 

20. Gloucester. 

21. Worcester. 

22. Stafford. 

23. Leicester. 

24. Rutland. 

25. Lincoln. 

26. Notts. 

27. Derby. 



The second containing thirteen Western and Northern Counties : 



28. Cornwall. 

29. Devon. 

30. Somerset. 

31. Monmouth. 



37. Westmoreland. 

38. Cumberland. 

39. Durham. 

40. Northumberland. 



32. Hereford. 

33. Shropshire. 

34. Cheshire. 

35. Lancashire. 

36. Yorkshire. 

The price to subscribers for the two volumes will be £2 3S. net. 
If the present publication meets with popular approval, it is proposed to 
follow it up with the Castles of Scotland, Wales, and Ireland. 
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LIFE OF NELSON. 

By ROBERT SOUTHEY. 

A NEW EDITION 

Edited by DAVID HANNAY. 

Crown 8vo, Gilt, with Portrait. 

Southey's Life of Nelson is an acknowledged masterpiece of litera- 
ture. It can never cease to have value, even if it is at any future time 
surpassed in its own qualities. Up to the present it has never been 
equalled. While we are waiting for the appearance of a better Southey, 
the old may well be published with a much-needed apparatus criticus. 
The object of the new edition is to put forth the text,, supported by 
notes, which will make good the few oversights committed by Southey, 
the passages in Nelson's life of which he had not heard, or which he, 
influenced by highly honourable scruples, did not think fit to speak of 
so soon after the hero's death, and wnile some of the persons concerned 
were still living. A brief account will also be given of the naval officers, 
and less famous soldiers or civilians mentioned, though it will not be 
thought needful to tell the reader the already well-known facts concern- 
ing Pitt, Sir John Moore, or Paoli. Emma Hamilton, of whom Southey 
said only the little which was necessary to preserve his book from 
downright falsity, will have her history told at what is now adequate 
length. The much debated story of Nelson's actions at Naples will be 
told from a point of view other than Southey's. It is not proposed 
to write a new hfe of Nelson, but only to set forth the best of existing 
biographies with necessary additions and corrections, as well as with 
some comment on his qualities as a commander in naval warfare. 

THE LIFE OF THE LATE 
SIR JOSEPH BARNBY. 

By W. H. SONLEY JOHNSTONE. 

In One Volume, with Portraits, 8vo. 

Sir Joseph Barnby was a personality and an influence ; music was 
only a part of him. He was an arduous worker, a brilliant talker, a 
raconteur of merit, a good speaker, and a popular favourite in society. 
The period through which he lived was one of the most important and 
fruitful in the annals of English music, and Mr. Johnstone will receive 
the assistance of composers and others in making this work as compre- 
hensive as possible. 

The main divisions will be : Music in England Half-a-Century Ago — 
Early Life of Bamby — His Eton Career — His Albert Hall Career — ^As 
Composer and Conductor — His Social and General Life — The Academy 
and Guildhall. 
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Xtteraturea of tbe Morlb. 

EDITED BY 

EDMUND GOSSE. 

IV^R. HEINEMANN begs to announce a Series of 
Short Histories o*" Ancient and Modem Literatures 
of the World, Edited by Edmund Gosse. 

The following volumes are projected^ and it is pfobable that 
they will be the first to appear: — 

FRENCH LITERATURE 

Hy EDWARD DOWDEN, D.C.L., LL.D., Professor of English 
Literature at the University of Dublin. 

ANCIENT GREEK LITERATURE 

Hy gilbert G. a. MURRAY, M.A., Professor of Greek in the 

University of Glasgow. 

ENGLISH LITERATURE. 

By the editor. 

ITALIAN LITERATURE. 

By RICHARD GARNETT, C.B.. LL.D., Keeper of Printed Books 

in the British Museum. 

MODERN SCANDINAVIAN LITERATURE 

By Dr. GEORG BRANDES, of Copenhagen. 

JAPANESE LITERATURE 

By WILLIAM GEORGE ASTON, M.A., C.M.G., late Acting 
Secretary at the British Legation at Tokio. 

SPANISH LITERATURE. 

By J. FITZ MAURICE-KELLY. Member of the Spanish Academy. 
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WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE: 

A CRITICAL STUDY. 

By GEORG BRANDES. 

Translated from the Danish by William Archer . 

In Two Volumes, demy 8vo. 

Dr. Georg Brandes's " William Shakespeare *' may best be cal'ed, perhaps, 
an exhaustive critical biography. Keeping fully abreast of the latest £nglish 
and German researches and criticism, Dr. Biandes preserves that briadth. 
and sanity of view which is apt to be sacrificed by the mere Shakespearologist. 
He places the poet in his political and literary environment, and studies each 
play not as an isolated phenomenon, but as the record of a stage in Shakespeare' s- 
spiritual history. Dr. Brandes has achieved German thoroughness without 
German heaviness, and has pro-'uced what must be regarded as a standard 
work. 

ROBERT, EARL NUGENT: 

A MEMOIR. 

By CLAUD NUGENT. 

In One Volume, demy 8vo, with a number of Portraits and other 

Illustrations. 

A BOOK OF SCOUNDRELS 

By CHARLES WHIBLEY. 

In One Volume, cro^n 8vo, with a Frontispiece. 

In "A Book of Scoundrels" are described the careers and achievements of 
certain notorious malefactors who have been thosen for their presentment on 
account of their style and picturesqueness. They are of all ages and several 
countries, and that variety may not be lacking, Gattouche and Peace, MoU 
Cutpurse and the Abbd Bruneau, come within the same covers. Where it has- 
seemed convenient, the method of Plutarch is followed, and the style and method 
of two similar scoundrels are contrasted in a " parallel." Jack Shepherd in the 
tone-room of Newgate, reproduced from an old print, serves as a frontbpiece. 

IN CAP AND GOWN. 

THREE CENTURIES OF CAMBRIDGE WIT. 

Edited BY CHARLES WHIBLEY. 

Third Edition, with a New Introduction, crown 8vo. 
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SEVENTEENTH-CENTURY 

STUDIES. 

A CONTRIBUTION TO THE HISTORY OF 
ENGLISH POETRY. 

By EDMUND GOSSE, 

-Clark Lecturer on English Literature at the University of Cambridge. 

A New Edition. Crown 8vo. 

SPANISH PROTESTANTS IN THE 
SIXTEENTH CENTURY. 

COMPILED FROM DR. WILKEN'S GERMAN WORK 

By RACHEL E. CHALLICE. 

WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY 

The Most Rev. LORD PLUNKET, Archbishop of Dublin, D.D,, 
And a Preface by The Rev. CANON FLEMING, B.D. 

In One Volume. 

UNDERCURRENTS OF THE 
SECOND EMPIRE. 

By albert D. VANDAM^ 

Author of "An Englishman in Paris" and " My Paris Note-book." 

Demy 8vo, los. 6d. 

"MADE IN GERMANY." 

REPRINTED WITH ADDITIONS FROM THE NEIV REVIEW, 

By ERNEST E. WILLIAMS. 

In One Volume. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2S. 6d. 

The Industrial Supremac}^ of Great Britain has been long an axiomatic 
•commonplace ; it is fast turning into a myth. 

These papers are not prompted by the Bimetallic League, nor by devotion to 
-fair trade, nor by any of the economic schemes and doctrines which reformers 
-are proi)ounding for the cure of our commercial dry-rot. It is the Author's 
•object to proceed on scientific lines, to collect and arrange the facts so that they 
may clearly show forth die causes, and p3int with inevitableness to the remedies, 
«f and where there be any. 
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GENIUS AND DEGENERATION: 

A PSYCHOLOGICAL STUDY. 

By Dr. WILLIAM HIRSCPI. 

With aa Introduction by Professor E. Mendel. 

Translated from the Second German Edition. 
In One Volume, demy 8vo. 

LETTERS OF 
A COUNTRY VICAR. 

Translated from the French of Yves le Querdec. 
By M. GORDON-HOLMES. 

In One Volume, crown 8vo. 

This translation of a work which, in the original, has evoked a quite exceptional 
measure of attention, will be.welcomed for its vivid pictures of country life in 
France, and of the relations subsisting between Churcn and laity. 

THE AGNOSTICISM OF THE 

FUTURE. 

FROM THE FRENCH OF 

M. GUYAU. 

In One Volume, 8vo. 

THE BLACK RIDERS 

VERSES. 

By STEPHEN CRANE, 

Author of "The Red Badge of Courage." 

A2 
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ANTONIO ALLEGRI DA CORREGIO: His Life, hb 

Friends, and his Time. By Corrado Ricci, Director ol the "Roiytk 
Gallery, Parma. Translated by Florbnob Simmonds. With i6 Photo- 
gravure Plates, a I fuU-page Plates in Tint, and 190 lUostratioos in the 
Text. In One Volume, imperial 8vo, £2 as. net. 

*•* Also a special edition ^Hted on Ja^msust vellum^ limiUd io zoo ctfus^ 
vitt'i duplicate plates on India paper. Price £19 i7S. net, 

REMBRANDT : His Life, his Work, and his Time. By Emilk 
Michel, Member of the Institute of France. Translated by Florbnck 
SiMMONDs. Exiited and Prefaced by Frederick Wbdmorb. Sec<»id 
Edition, Enlarged, with 76 full-page Plates, and 350 Illnstratioos in the 
Text. In One Volume, Gilt top, or in Two Volumes, imperial 8vo, 
£2 2S. net. 

*.* A /tiv copies of the "Edition de Luxe 0/ the First Edition, printed om 
Japanese vellum ivith india proof duplicates of the photograxmres, art stUion 
sale, price /^la i2f, net. 

REMBRANDT. Seventeen of his Masterpieces from the collec- 
tion of his Pictiu^s in the Cassel Gallery. Reproduced in niotogravare 
by the Berlin Photographic Company. With an Essay by Frederick 
Wedmore. In large portfolio 27^ inches x 20 inches. 

The first twenty five impressions of each plate are numbered eutd signed, 
and of these only fourteen are for sale in England at the net price of Twenty 
Guineas the set. The price (if the impressions after the first twenty five is 
Twelve Guineas net, per set, 

MASTERPIECES OF GREEK SCULPTURE. A Series 
of Essays on the History of Art. By Adolf Furtwakgler. Authorised 
Translation. Edited by Eugenie Sellers. With 19 full*page and 200 
text Illustrations. In One Volume, imperial 8vo, £2 3^ ^^^' 

•*• Also an Edition de Luxe on Japanese vellum^ limited to 50 numbered 
copies in 'J 'ivo I 'olumes, price £xo los. net. 

THE HOURS OF RAPHAEL, IN OUTLINE. Together 

with the Ceiling of the Hall where they were originally painted. By 
Mary E. Williams. Folio, cloth. £2 as. net. 

A CATALOGUE OF THE ACCADEMIA DELLE 

BELLE ARTI AT VENICE. With Biographical Notices of the 
Painters and Reproductions of some of their Works. Edited by E. M. 
Keary. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net ; paper, as. net. 

A CATALOGUE OF THE MUSEO DEL PRADO AT 

MADRID. Ccn.piled by E. Lawson. In One Volume, crown 8vo: 

[In Preparation. 
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THE PAGET PAPERS. Diplomatic and other Corres- 
pondence of Thb Right Hon. SIR ARTHUR PAGET, G.C.B., 1794- 
1807. With two Appendices, 1808 and 1838-1829. Arranged and Edited 
by his son, The Right Hon. Sir Augustus B. Paget, G C.B., late Her 
Majesty's Ambassador in Vienna. With Notes by Mrs. J. R. Green.. 
In Two Volumes, demy 8vo, with Portraits, 32s. net. 

These volumes deal with the earlier Napoleonic Wars, and throw a new^ 
light on almost every phase of that most vital period of European history. 

BROTHER AND SISTER. A Memoir and the Letters of 
ERNEST and HENRIETTE RENAN. Translated by Lady Mary 
LoYD. Demy 8vo, with Two Portraits in Photogravure, and Four 
Illustrations, 147. 

Mr. Gladstone has written to the publisher as follows : "I have read the 
whole of the Renan Memoirs, and have found them to be of peculiar and pro< 
found interest." 

TAe Illustrated London News, — " One of the most exquisite memorials in. 
all literature.'* 

CHARLES GOUNOD. Autobiographical Reminiscences with 
Family Letters and Notes on Music. Translated by the Hon. W. Hely 
Hutchinson. Demy 8vo, with Portrait, 10s. 6d. 

Tlie Daily News — " Interwoven with many touching domestic details, it 
furnishes a continuous history of the dawn and development of his genius down, 
to the period when his name had become familiar in all men's mouths." 

STUDIES IN DIPLOMACY. By Count Benedetti, French 

Ambassador at the Court of Berlin. Demy 8vo, with a Portrait, 10s. 6i 

The Times. — " An important and authentic contribution to the history of a 
great crisis in the affairs of Europe." 

AN AMBASSADOR OF THE VANQUISHED. 

Viscount Elie De Gontaut-Biron's Mission to Berlin, i87i-x877. From 
his Diaries and Memoranda. By the Duke de Broglie. Translated 
with Notes by Albert D. Vandam, Author of "An Englishman itv 
Paris." In One Volume, 8vo, lor. 6d. 

The Times. — " The real interest of the book consists in the new contributions- 
which it makes to our knowledge of the dangerous crisis of X875." 

ANIMAL SYMBOLISM IN ECCLESIASTICAL 
ARCHITECTURE. By E. P. Evans. With a Bibliography and 
Seventy-eight Illustrations, crown 8vo, gj. 

The Manchester Courier. — "A work of considerable learning. We have 
not often read a book that contains more quaint and unusual information, or is 
more closely packed with matter. It is very pleasant leading and may be com- 
mended to all who are interested in the by-paths of literature and art." 
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Great Ifrcs an& £i^nt& 

UnUbrmly bound in doth, 6s. each vohune. 

A FRIEND OP THB QUBBN. Marie Antoinette and 
Count Fcrscn, Frcwi the Freada of Paul Gaolot. TVo Pwiiaits. 

Tk* Titmn ~" M. Gattk<*s wock tdls with mtw and antkendc details, tlie 
romantic «tory of Count Ferseo's devotion to Mane Antouette, of his share in 
the celeWatc^ Flight to VArrnnes and in many other wdMukown episodes of 
the uikhappy Queen's life." 

THB ROMANCE OP AN EMPRESS. Catherine II. of 
'i.^ Russia. From,the French of K., WAUSja\»"SKi. With a Portrait. ,____^ 

TJU TVmt/s.— " This book is based on the confes»otts of the Empress her- 
self; it gi\*es striking pictures of the condition of the contemporary Russia 
which she did so much to mould as well as to expand. . . . Few stories in 
history are more romantic than that of Catherine II. of Russia, with its 
mysterious incidents and thriUinf! episodes ; few characters present more curious 
problems.** 

THE STORY OF A THRONE. Catherine II. of Russia. 
From the French of K. Waustewski, Wth a Portrait. 

TJU IfVrV^.— **No no\-el that ever was written could compete with this 
historical monograph in absorbing interest.** 

NAPOLEON AND THE PAIR SEX. From the French 
of Fr^d^ric Masson. With a Portrait. 

TAe Daily Ckronicle, — ** The author shows that this side of Napoleon's 
life must be understood by those who would realize the manner of man he was." 

ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON. A Study of His Life and 

Work. By Arthur Waugh, B.A. Oxon. With Twenty Illustrations 
from Photographs specially taken for this Work, Five Portraits, and 
Facsimile of Tennyson's MS. 

MEMOIRS OF THE PRINCE DE JOINVILLE. 

^,.r Translated from the French by Lady Mary Loyd. With 78 Illustrations 
from drawings by the Author. 

THE NATURALIST OF THE SEA-SHORE. The Life 
of Philip Henrj* Gosse. By his son, Edmund Gossb, Hon. M.A., 
Trinity College, Cambridge. With a Portrait. 

THE FAMILY LIFE OF HEINRICH HEINE. Illus- 
trated by one hundred and twenty-two hitherto unpublished letters ad- 
dressed by him to different members of his family. Edited by his nephew, 
Baron LuDWiG von Emddbn, and translated by Charles Godfrey 
Leland. With 4 Portraits. 

RECOLLECTIONS OF COUNT LEO TOLSTOY. 

Together with a Letter to the Women of France on the " Kreutzer 

Sonata." By C. A. Behrs. Translated from the Russian by C. E. 

Turner, English Lecturer in the University of St. Petersburg. With 
Portrait. 
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MY PARIS NOTE-BOOK. By Albekt D. Vandam, Author 

of " An Englishman in Paris." In One Volume, demy 8vo, price 6s, 

EDMUND AND JULES DE GONCOURT. Utters and 
Leaves from their Journals. Selected. In Two Volumes, 8vo, with 
Eight Portraits, 32s. 

ALEXANDER III. OF RUSSIA. By Charles Lowe, 

M.A., Author of "Prince Bismarck : an Historical Biography." Crowa 
8vo, with Portrait in Photogravure, 6s. 

TJu AthetuBunt. — " A most interesting and valuable volume." 
Tlie Academy. — "Written with great care and strict impartiality." 

PRINCE BISMARCK. An Historical Biography. By 
Charles Lowe, M.A. With Portraits. Crown Svo, 6s. 

VILLIERS DE L'ISLE ADAM: His Life and Works. 

From the French of Vicomte Robert du Pontavicb de Heussey. 
By L^dy Mary Loyd. With Portrait and Facsimile. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
xof. 6d. 

THE LIFE OF HENRIK IBSEN. By Henrik Jaeger. 

Translated by Clara Bell. With the Verse done into English from the 
Norwegian Original by Edmund Gossb. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

RECOLLECTIONS OF MIDDLE LIFE. By Francisque 
Sarcey Translated by E. L. Carey. In One Volume, 8vo, with. 
Portrait, lof . 6d. 

TWENTY-FIVE YEARS IN THE SECRET SERVICE. 

The Recollections of a Spy. By Major Henri le Caron. With New 
Preface 8vo, boards, price 2s. 6d., or cloth, 3.^. 6d. 

♦»• The Library EditioUf with Portraits and Facsimiles, Qvo, i+r., is stili 
on sale. 

QUEEN JOANNA L OF NAPLES, SICILY, AND 

JERUSALEM ; Countess of Provence, Forcalqmer, and Piedmont Aa 
Essay on her Times. By St. Clair Baddeley. Imperial 8vo, with 
numerous lUustxations, x6s. 

CHARLES III. OF NAPLES AND URBAN VI.; alsa 
CECCO D'ASCOLI, Poet, Astrologer, Physican. Two Historical Essays. 
By St. Clair Baddeley. With Illustrations, 8vo, cloth, \qs. 6d, 

LETTERS OF SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE. 

Edited by Ernest Hartley Coleridge. With 16 Portraits and Illus- 
trations. In Two Volumes, demy 8vo, £1 12s. 
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DE QUINCEY MEMORIALS. Being Letters and other 
Records here first Published, with Communications from Coleriogb, the 
WoRDSWORTHS, Hannah Morb, Professor Wilson, and others. Eklited 
with Introduction, Notes, and Narrative, by Alexander H. Japp, LL.D., 
F.R.S.E. In Two Volumes, demy 8vo, cloth, with Portraits, 30*. net. 

I^EMOIRS. By Charles Godfrey Leland (Hans Breit- 

mann). Second Edition. In One Volume. 8vo, with Portrait, price 
7s. 6d. 

LETTERS OF A BARITONE. By Francis Walker. 

Square crown 8vo, 5J. 

THE LOVE LETTERS OF MR. H. AND; MISS R. 

1775-1779. Edited by Gilbert Burgess. Square crown Bvo, 5*. 

PARADOXES. By Max Nordau, Author of " Degeneration," 

•'Conventional Lies of our Civilisation^" &c. Translated by J. R. 
McIlraith. Demy Bvo, 17*. net. With an Introduction by the 
Author written for this Edition. 

CONVENTIONAL LIES OF OUR CIVILIZATION. 

By Max Norpau, author of " Degeneration." Second English Edition. 
D)emy Bvo, 17s. net. 

DEGENERATION. By Max Nordau. Ninth English 

Edition. Demy Bvo, 17^. net. 

THE PROSE WORKS OF HEINRICH HEINE. 

Translated by Charles Godfrey Leland, M.A., F.R.L.S. (Hans 
Breitmann). In Eight Volumes. 

The Library Edition, in crown Bvo, cloth, at ss. per Volume. Each Volume of 
this edition is sold separately. The Cabinet Edition, in special binding, 
boxed, price £2 los. the set. The Large Paper Edition, limited to 50 
Numbered Copies, price 15s. per Volume net, will only be supplied to 
subscribers for the Complete Work- 

I. FLORENTINE NIGHTS, SCHNABELEWOPSKI, 
THE RABBI OF BACHARACH, and SHAKE- 
SPEARE'S MAIDENS AND WOMEN. 

II., III. PICTURES OF TRAVEL. 1823-1828. 

IV. THE SALON. Letters on Art, Music, Popular Life, 
and Politics. 

v., VI. GERMANY. 

VII., VIIL FRENCH AFFAIRS. Letters from Paris 
1B32, and Lutetia. 

THE POSTHUMOUS WORKS OF THOMAS DE 

8UINCEY. Edited, with Introduction and Notes from the Author's 
riginal MSS.« by Alexander H. Japp, LL.D., F.R.S.E., &c. Crown 
Bvo, cloth, 6s. each. 

I. SUSPIRIA DE PROFUNDIS. With other Es.says. 

II. CONVERSATION AND COLERIDGE. With other 

Essays. 
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CRITICAL KIT-KATS. By Edmund Gosse, Hon. M.A. of 

Trinity College, Cambridge. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 7^. 6d. 

QUESTIONS AT ISSUE. Essays. By Edmund Gosse. 

Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 7^ . 62/. 

*<,• A Limittd Edition on Large Paper^ 25* . net. 

GOSSIP IN A LIBRARY. By Edmund Gosse, Author of 

" Northern Studies," &c. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 
^s, 6d, 

*,• A Limited Edition on Large Paper, 25P. net. 

CORRECTED IMPRESSIONS. Essays on Victorian Writers. 
By Gborge Saintsbury. Crown Bvo, gilt top, 7^. 6d. 

ANIMA POET/E. From the unpublished note-books of Samuel 
Taylor Coleridge. Edited by Ernest Hartley Coleridge. In 
One Volume, crown 8vo, 7*. 6d. 

ESSAYS. By Arthur Christopher Benson, of Eton College. 

In Onc.Volume, crown 8vo, buckram, 7*. 6d, 

THE CHITRAL CAMPAIGN. A Narrative of Events in 
Chitral, Swat, and Bajour. By H. C. Thomson. With over 50 Illustra- 
tions reproduced from Photographs, and important Diagiams and Map. 
Second Edition in One Volume, demy 8vo, i4r. net. 

WITH THE ZHOB FIELD FORCE, 1890. By Captain 
Crawford McFall, K.O.Y.L.I. In One Volume, demy 8vo, with 
Illustrations, iZs. 

THE LAND OF THE MUSKEG. By H. Somers Somerset. 

Second Edition. In One Volume, demy 8v0f with Maps and over 100 
Illustrations, 380 pp., i4r. net. 

ACTUAL AFRICA ; or, The Coming Continent. A Tour of 
Exploration. By Framk Vincent, Author of " The Land of the White 
Elephant" With Map and over 100 Illustrations, demy 8vo, cloth, price 

COREA, OR CHO-SEN, THE LAND OF THE MORN- 
ING CALM. By A. Henry Savage-Landor. With 38 Illustrations 
from Drawings by the Author, and a Portrait, demy 8vo, iZs. 



THE LITTLE MANX NATION. (Lectures delivered at 
the Royal Institution, 1891.) By Hall Caine, Author of "The Bond- 
man," *' The Scapegoat," &c. Crown 8vo, cloth, y, 6d.\ paper, ax. 6d. 



NOTES FOR THE NILE. Together with a Metrical 
Rendering of the Hymns of Ancient Egypt and of the Precepts of Ptah- 
hotep (the oldest book in the world). By Harowicke D. Rawnsley, M.A. 
Imperial z6mo, cloth, 5;. 

DENMARK: its History, Topography, Language, Literature. 
Fine Arts, Social Life, and Finance. £dited by H. Weitemeyer. Demy 
Bvo, cloth, with Map, lu. 6d. 

*,* Dedicated, by permission, to H,R,H, th€ Princess 0/ Wales, 
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THE REALM OF THE HABSBURGS. Bv SiDNKV 

Whitman, Author of *' Imperial Germany." In One Volume, cxown 

8vo, js. 6d. 

IMPERIAL GERMANY. A Critical Studjr of Fact and 
Character. By Sidney Whitman. New Edition, Revised and Enlaiged. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, zr. 6d, ; paper, ar. 

THE CANADIAN GUIDE-BOOK. Part L The Tourist's 

and Sportsman's Guide to EastemCanadaand Newfoundland, including full 
descriptions of Routes, Cities, Points of Interest, Summer Resorts, Ftshing 
Places, &c., in Eastern Ontario, The Muskoka District, The St. Lawrence 
Region, The Lake St. John Country, The Maritime Provinces, Prince 
Edward Island, and Newfoundland. With an Appendix nving Fish and 
Game Laws, and Official Lists of Trout and Salmon Rivers and their 
Lessees. By Charles G. D. Roberts. Professor of Engli&h Literature in 
King's College, Windsor, N.S. With Maps and many lUustrations. 
Crown 8vo, lirop cloth, 6jr. 

THE CANADIAN GUIDE-BOOK. Part II. Western 

Canada. Including the Peninsula and Northern Regions of Ontario, 
the Canadian Shores of the Great Lakes, the Lake of the Woods Region, 
Manitoba and "The Great North- West," The Canadian Rocky Mountains 
and National Park, British Columbia, and Vancouver Island. By Ernbst 
Ingeksoll. With Maps and many Illustrations. Crown 8vo, limp cloth, 6«. 

THE GUIDE-BOOK TO ALASKA AND THE NORTH- 

WEST COAST, including the Shores of Washington. British Columbia, 
South- Eastern Alaska, the Aleutian and the Seal Islands, the Behring 
and the Arctic Coasts. By £. R. Scidmorb. With Maps and many 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, limp cloth, 6s, 

THE GENESIS OF THE UNITED STATES. A 

Narrative of the Movementin England, 1605-1616, which resulted in the 
Plantation of North America by Englishmen, disclosing the Contest 
between England and Spain for the Possession of the Soil now occui>ied 
by the United States of America ; set forth through a series of Historical 
Manuscripts now first printed, together with a Re-issue of Rare Contem< 
poraneous Tracts, accompanied by Bibliographical Memoranda, Notes, 
and Brief Biographies. Collected, Ai ranged, and Edited by Alexander 
Brow N, F.R.H.S. With 100 Portraits, Maps, and Plans. In Two Volumes, 
royal 8vo, buckram, £^ 13;. td. net. 

IN THE TRACK OF THE SUN. Readings from the Diary 
of a Globe.Trotter. By Freeerick Diodati Thompson. With many 
Illustrations by Mr. Harry Fenn and from Photographs. In One Volume, 
4to, 25J. 

THE GREAT WAR OF 189—. A Forecast. By Rear- 

Admiial Colcmb, Col. Maurice, R.A., Captain Maude, Archibald 
Forbes, Charles Lowk, D. Christie Murray, and F. Scudamore. 
Second Edition. In One Volume, large 8vo, with numerous Illus- 
trations, 6s. 

THE COMING TERROR. And other Essays and Letters. 
By Robert Buchanan. Second Edition. Demy 8vo, cloth, 12;. 6d. 
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AS OTHERS SAW HIM. A Retrospect, A.D. 54. In One 
Volume, Crown 8vo, gilt top 6*. 

ISRAEL AMONG THE NATIONS. Translated from the 
French of Anatolb Leroy-Beaulieu, Member of the Institute of France^ 
In One Volume, crown 8vo, 7*. 6d. 

* 

THE JEW AT HOME. Impressions of a Summer and 
Autumn Spent with Him in Austria and Russia. By Joseph Pennell. 
With Illustrations by the Author. 4to, cloth, sr. 

THE NEW EXODUS. A Study of Israel in Russia. By 
Harold Frederic Demy 8vo, Illustrated, 16s. 

STUDIES OF RELIGIOUS HISTORY. By Ernest 

Renan, late of the French Academy. In One Volume, 8vo, js, 6d 

THE ARBITRATOR'S MANUAL. Under the Londott 
Chamber of Arbitration. Being a Practical Treatbe on the Power and- 
Duties of an Arbitrator, with the Rules and Procedture of the Court of 
Arbitration, and the Forms. By Joseph Seymour Salaman, Author o£ 
" Trade Marks," &c. Fcap. 8vo, 3* . 6d. 

MANNERS, CUSTOMS, AND OBSERVANCES: Their 

Origin and Signification. By Leopold Wagner. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

A COMMENTARY ON THE WORKS OF HENRIK 

IBSEN. By Hjalmar Hjorth Boyesen, Author of "Goethe and 
Schiller," ** Essays on Geiman Literatiure," &c. Crown 8vo, cloth^ 
•js. 6d, net. 

THE LABOUR MOVEMENT IN AMERICA. By 

Richard T. Ely, Ph.D., Associate in Political Economy, John Hopkins 
University. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5*. 

THE PASSION PLAY AT OBERAMMERGAU, 1890, 
By F. W. Farrar, D.D., F.R.S., Dean of Canterbury, &c. &c. 410,- 
cloth, 2s, 6d. 

THE WORD OF THE LORD UPON THE WATERS. 

Seimons read by His Imperial Majesty the Emperor of Germany, while 
at Sea on his Voyages to die Land of the Midnight Sun. Composed by. 
Dr. RiCHTER, Aimy Chaplain, and Translated from the Geiman by John 
R. McIlraith. 4to, cloth, 2^. 6d. 

THE KINGDOM OF GOD IS WITHIN YOU. 

Christianity not as a Mystic Religion but as a New Theory of Life. By 
Count Leo Tolstoy. Translated frcm the Russian by Constance- 
Garnett. Popular Edition in One Volume, cloth, qs, 6d. 
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THE SPINSTER'S SCRIP. As Compiled by Cecil 

Raynok. Narrow crown 8vo, limp cloth, 2s. 6d. 

THE POCKET IBSEN. A CoUection of some of the Master's 
best known Dramas, condensed, revised, and slightly rearranged for the 
benefit of the Earnest Student By F. Anstby, Author of ** Vice Versa,** 
"Voces Populi," &c. With Illustrations, reproduced by permission, 
from Punchy and a new Frontispiece, by Bernard Partridge. New 
Edition. i6mo, cloth, 3X. 6d. ; or paper, 2s. 6d. 

FROM WISDOM COURT. By Henry Seton Merriman 
and Stephen ( raham Tallentyre. With 30 Illustrations by 
£. Courboin. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d, ; or picture boards, u. 

THE OLD MAIDS' CLUB. By I. Zangwill, Author of 
" Children of the Ghetto," &c. Illustrated by F. H. Townsend. Crown 
8vo, cloth, ys. 6d. ; or pictiure boards, 2s. 

^VOMAN— THROUGH A MAN'S EYEGLASS. By 
Malcolm C. Salaman. With Illustrations by Dudley Hardy. Crown 
Bvo, cloth, IS. 6d. ; or picture boards, ». 

STORIES OF GOLF. Collected by William Knight and 

T. T. Oliphant. With Rhymes on Golf by various hands ; also Shake- 
speare on Golf, &c. Enlarged EditioH. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 

THE ROSE : A Treatise on the Cultivation, History, Family 

Characteristics, &c., of the various Groups of Roses. With Accurate 

Description of the Varieties now Generally Grown. By H. B. Ell- 

wanger. With an Introduction by George H. Ellwanger. xamo, 

cloth, 5*. 

THE GARDEN'S STORY; or, Pleasures and Trials of an 
Anuteur Gardener. By G. H. Ellwanger. With an Introduction by the 
Rev. C. WoLLEY Dod. xamo, cloth, with Illustrations, 5r. 

THE GENTLE ART OF MAKING ENEMIES. As 

pleasingly exemplified in many instances, wherein the serious ones of 
this earth, carefully exasperated, have been prettily spurred on to 
indiscretions and unseemliness, while overcome by an undue sense 
of right. By J, M'Neill Whistler. A New Edition. Post 4to, 
half cloth, lor. 6d. 

*^* A few copies of the large paper issue of the first edition remain, price 
J^\ lis. 6d. net, 

LITTLE JOHANNES. By F. Van Eeden. Translated from 
the Dutch by Clara Bell. With an Introduction by Andrew Lang. 
In One Volume, i6mo, cloth, silver top, 3^. net. 

•CrIRLS AND WOMEN. By E. Chester. Post 8vo, cloth, 

3X. 6d.i or gilt extra, 3;. 6d, 
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S>ramatic Xiterature* 

THE PLAYS OF W. E. HENLEY AND R. L. STEVEN- 
SON:— DEACON BRODIE; BEAU AUSTIN; ADMIRAL 
GUINEA ; MACAIRE. Crown 8vo, cloth. An Edition of 250 copies 
only, 10s. 6d. net. 

LITTLE EYOLF. A Play in Three Acts. By Henrik 
Ibsen. Translated from the Norwegian by William Archer. Small 
4to, cloth, with Portrait, 5*. 

THE MASTER BUILDER. A Play in Three Acts. By 
Henrik Ibsen. Translated from the Norw^egian by Edmund Gossb 
and William Archer. Small 4to, with Portrait, 5;. Popular Edition, 
paper, is. Also a Limited Large Paper Edition, 21^. net. 

HEDDA GABLER : A Drama in Four Acts. By Henrik 
Ibsen. Translated from the Norwegian by Edmund Gosse. Small 410, 
cloth, with Portrait, 5;. Vaudeville Edition, paper, is. Also a Limited 
Large Paper Edition, 21s. net. 

BRAND: A Dramatic Poem in Five Acts. By Henrik Ibsen. 
Translated in the original metres, with an Introduction and Notes, by 
C. H. Herford. Small 4to, cloth, js. 6d. 

HANNELE: A DREAM-POEM. By Gerhart Haupt- 
MANN. Translated by William Archer. Small 4to, with Portrait, 5s. 

THE PRINCESSE MALEINE: A Drama in Five Acts 
(Translated by Gerard Harry), and THE INTRUDER : A Drama in 
One Act. By Maurice Maeterlinck. With an Introduction by Hall 
Cainb, and a Portrait of the Author. Small 4to, doth, 5^. 

THE FRUITS OF ENLIGHTENMENT: A Comedy in 
Four Acts. By Count Lvof Tolstoy. Translated from the Russian by 
E. J. Dillon. With Introduction by A, W. Pinbro. Small 4to, with 
Portrait, 5X. 

KING ERIK. A Tragedy. By Edmund Gosse. A Re-issue, 
with a Critical Introduction by Mr. Theodore Watts. Fcap. 8vo, 
boards, 5s, net. 

THE PIPER OF HAMELIN. A Fantastic Opera in Two 
Acts. By Robert Buchanan. With Illustrations by Hugh Thomson. 
4to, cloth, 2S, 6d. net. 

THE SIN OF ST. HULDA. A Play. By J. Stuart 
Ogilvib. Fcap. 8vo, paper, is. 

HYP ATI A. A Play in Four Acts. Founded on Charles 
Kingsley's Novel By G. Stuart Ogilvib. With Frontispiece by 
J. D. Batten. Crown 8vo, cloth, printed in Red and Blade, ax. 6d. net. 

THE DRAMA : ADDRESSES. By Henry Irving. With 
Portrait by J. McN. Whistler. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 3*. 6d, 

SOME INTERESTING FALLACIES OF THE 

Modem Stage. An Address delivered to the Playgoers' Club at St. 
James's Hall, on Sunday, 6th December, X89Z. By Herbert Bebrbohm 
Tree. Crown 8vo, sewed, 6d, net. 
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THE PLAYS OF ARTHUR W. PINERO. With Intro- 
ductory Notes by Malcolm C. Salaman. i6mo, paper covers, is, 6d.', 
or cloth, 2s. td. each. 

I. THE TIMES. VII. DANDY DICK. 

II. THE PROFLIGATE. VIII. SWEET LAVENDER. 

III. THE CABINET IX. THE SCHOOL- 

MINISTER. MISTRESS. 

IV. THE HOBBY HORSE. X. THE WEAKER SEX. 
V. LADY BOUNTIFUL XI. THE AMAZONS. 

VI. THE MAGISTRATE. 

THE NOTORIOUS MRS. EBBSMITH. A Drama in 
Four Acts. By Arthur W. Pinero. Small 410, cloth, 2x. 6d. ; paper, w. 6d, 

THE SECOND MRS. TANQUERAY. A Play in Four 
Acts. By Arthur W. Pinero. Small 4to, cloth, with a new Portrait 
of the Author, 5;. Also Cheap Edition, uniform with "The Notorious 
Mrs. Ebbsmith." Cloth, 2s. 6a. : paper, \s. 6d, 

THE BENEFIT OF THE DOUBT. By Arthur W. 
Pinero. Small 4to, cloth, zr. 6d, : paper, is. 6d. 



poetrs* 

ON VIOL AND FLUTE. By Edmund Gosse. Fcap. 8vo, 

with Frontispiece and Tailpiece, price 3^. 6d. net. 

FIRDAUSI IN EXILE, and other Poems. By Edmund 
Gosse. Fcap. 8vo, with Frontispiece, price 3;. 6d. net. 

IN RUSSET AND SILVER. POEMS. By Edmund 

Gosse. Author of '* Gossip in a Library," &c. Crown 8vo, buckram, 
gilt top» 6s. 

THE POETRY OF PATHOS AND DELIGHT. From 

the Works of Coventry Patmore. Passages selected by Alice Mey- 
NELL. With a Photogravure Portrait from an Oil Paintii g by John 
Sargent, A.R.A. Fcap. 8vo, 5*. 

A CENTURY OF GERMAN LYRICS. Translated from 
the German by Kate Frbiligrath Kroekbr. Fcap. 8vo, rough 
edges, 3s. 6d. 

LOVE SONGS OF ENGLISH POETS, 1500-1800. 

With Notes by Ralph H. Caine. Fcap. 8vo, rough edges, 3^. 6d. 
*«* Large Paper Edition, limited to xoo Copies, 10s. 6d. net. 

IVY AND PASSION FLOWER: Poems. By Gerard 

Bendall, Author of '* Estelle," &c. &c z2mo, cloth, y. 6d, 
Scotsman. — '* Will be read with pleasure." 

Musical World, — " The poems are delicate specimens of art, graceful and 
polished." 

VERSES. By Gertrude Hall. i2mo, cloth, 3^. 6d. 

Manchester Guardian. — " Will be welcome to every lover of poetry who 
takes it up." 

IDYLLS OF WOMANHOOD. By C. Amy Dawson. 

Fcap. 8vo, gip, $s. 

TENNYSON'S GRAVE. By St. Clair Baddeley. 8vo, 

paper, is. 
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Science and ]e^ucaUom 

MOVEMENT. Translated from the French of E. Marey. 
By Eric Pritchard, M.A., M.B., Oxon. In One Volume, crown 8vo, 
with 170 Illustrations, 7^. 6d. 

A popular and scientific treatise on movement, dealing chiefly with the 
locomotion of men, animals, birds, fish, and insects. A large number of the 
Illustrations are from instantaneous photographs. 

ARABIC AUTHORS: A Manual of Arabian History and 
Literature. By F. F. Arbuthnot, M.R.A.S., Author of " Early Ideas," 
"Persian Portraits," &c. 8vo, cloth, 5*. 

THE SPEECH OF MONKEYS. By Professor R. L. 
Garnbr. Crown 8vo, 7^ . 6d, 

f)einemann'6 Scientific f)an^boolk6• 

THE BIOLOGICAL PROBLEM OF TO-DAY: Pre- 
formation or Epigenesis? Authorised Translation from the German of 
Prof. Dr. Oscar Hertwig, of the University of Berlin. By P. Chalmers 
Mitchell, M.A., Oxon. With a Preface by the Translator. Crown 8vo. 

MANUAL OF BACTERIOLOGY. By A. B. Griffiths, 

Ph.D., F.R.S. (Edin.), F.C.S. Crown 8vo, cloth, Illustrated. 7*. 6d. 

Pharmactuiical JoumaL — "The subject is treated more thoroughly and 
completely than in any similar work published in this country'." 

MANUAL OF ASSAYING GOLD, SILVER, COPPER, 

and Lead Ores. By Walter Lee Brown, B.Sc Revised, Corrected, 
and considerably Enlarged, with a chapter on the Assaying of Fuel, &c. 
By A. B. Griffiths, Ri.D., F.R.S. (Edin.), F.C.S. Crown 8vo, cloth. 
Illustrated, 7^. 6d. 
Colliery Guardian. — "A delightful and fascinating book." 
Financial World. — " The most complete and practical manual on everything 
which ccMicems assaying of all which have come before us." 

GEODESY. By J. Howard Gore. Crown 8vo, cloth, Illus- 
trated, 5J. 

St. James* s Gazette, — "The book may be safely recommended to those who 
desire to acquire an accurate knowledge of Geodesy." 

Science Gossip. — " It is the best we could recommend to all geodetic students. 
It is full and clear, thoroughly accurate, and up to date in all matters of earth- 
measurements." 

THE PHYSICAL PROPERTIES OF GASES. By 

Arthur L. Kimball, of the John Hopkins University. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. Illustrated, is. 

Chemical News. — ** The man of culture who wishes for a general and accurate 
acquaintance with the physical properties of gases, will find in Mr. Kimball's 
work just what he requires." 

HJ^AT AS A FORM OF ENERGY. By Professor R. H. 
Thurston, of Cornell University. Crown 8vo, cloth, Illustrated, 5^. 
Manchester Examiner. — " Bears out the character of its predecessors for 
careful and correct statement and deduction under the light of the most recent 
discoveries." 
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^be Great £^ucator0. 

A Series of Volumes by Eminent Writers^ presenting in their 
entirety "^ Biographical History of Education*^ 

The Times.^*' A Series of Monographs on ' The Great Educators ' should 
prove of service to all who concern themselves with *the history, theory, and 
practice of education." 

The Speaker. — ** There is a promising sound about the title of Mr. Heine- 
mann's new series, ' The Great Educators.' It should help to allay the hunger 
and thirst for knowledge and culture of the vast multitude of young men and 
maidens which our educational system turns out yearly, provided at least with 
an appetite for instruction." 

Each subject will form a complete volume, crown 8vo, $s. 

Now ready. 

ARISTOTLE, and the Ancient Educational Ideals. By 
Thomas Davidson, M.A., LL.D. 
The Times. — ** A very readable sketch of a very interesting subject." 

LOYOLA, and the Educational System of the Jesuits. By 
Rev. Thomas Hughes, S.J. 

ALCUIN, and the Rise of the Christian Schools. By 
Professor Andrew F. West, Ph.D. 

FROEBEL, and Education by Self- Activity. By H. Court- 
hope BowEN, M.A. 

ABELARD, and the Origin and Early History of Uni- 
versities. By Jules Gabriel CoMPAVRii, Professor in the Faculty of 
Toulouse. 

HERBART AND THE HERBARTIANS. By Prof, de 

Garmo. 

In preparation. 

ROUSSEAU ; and, Education according to Nature. By 
Paul H. Hanus. 

HORACE MANN, and Public Education in the United 
States. By Nicholas Murray Butler, Ph.D. 

THOMAS and MATTHEW ARNOLD, and their In- 
fluence on Education. By J. G. Fitch, LL.D., Her Majesty's 
Inspector of Schools. 

PESTALOZZI; or, the Friend and Student of Children. 
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f ortbcomina fiction* 

THE OTHER HOUSE. By Henry James. In Twa 

Volumes. 

ON THE FACE OF THE WATERS. By Flora Annie 
Stbbl. 

LIFE THE ACCUSER. By E. F. Brooke, Author of "A 

Superfluous Woman.*' In Three Volumes. 

THE LITTLE REGIMENT. By Stephen Crane. In One 

Volume. 
THE CAPTAIN OF THE PARISH. By John Quine. 

In One Volume. 

A COURT INTRIGUE. By Basil Thomson. In One 

Volume. 

A NEW NOVEL by Sarah Grand. 

SAINT IVES. By Robert Louis Stevenson. In One 

Volume. 

A NEW NOVEL by Hall Caine. In One Volume. 

THE FOURTH NAPOLEON. By Charles Benham. In 

One Volume. 

THE MAN OF STRAW. By E. W. Pugh. In One 
Volume. 

CHUN-TI-KUNG. By Claude Rees. In One Volume, 6^. 
BELOW THE SALT. By C. E. Raimond. In One Volume. 
McCLEOD OF THE CAMERONS. By M. Hamilton. 

In One Volume. 

YEKL. A Tale of the New York Ghetto. By Abraham Cahn. 

In One Volume. 
THE GADFLY. By E. L. Voynich. In One Volume. 
ANDREA. By Percy White. In One Volume. 
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popular 60* flovcls* 

THE FOLLY OF EUSTACE. By Robert Hichens. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

AN IMAGINATIVE MAN. By Robert Hichens. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 6s. 

THE ELEVENTH COMMANDMENT. By Halliwell 

SUTCLIPFB. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

ILLUMINATION. By Harold Frederic Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 6s. 

HERBERT VANLENNERT. By C. F. Keary. Crown 

Bvo, cloth, 6s. 

CORRUPTION. By Percy White. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
MR. BAILEY MARTIN. By Percy White. A New 

Edition, uniform with " Corruption." Crown Bvo, with portrait, cloth, 6s 

A SELF-DENYING ORDINANCE. By M. Hamilton. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

THE MALADY OF THE CENTURY. By Max Nordau. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

A COMEDY OF SENTIMENT. By Max Nordau. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 6s. 

THE ISLAND OF DOCTOR MOREAU. By H.G.Wells. 

In One Volume. Crown 8vo. 

STORIES FOR NINON. By 6mile Zola. Crown 8vo, 

with a portrait by Will Rothenstein. Cloth, 6*. 

THE YEARS THAT THE LOCUST HATH EATEN. 

By Annie E. Holdsworth. Crown Bvo, cloth, 6s. 

IN HASTE AND AT LEISURE. By Mrs. Lynn Linton. 

Author of " Joshua Davidson," &c. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

THE WORLD AND A MAN. By Z. Z. Cr. 8vo, cloth. 6s. 
A DRAMA IN DUTCH. By Z. Z. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
BENEFITS FORGOT. By Wolcott Balestier. A New 

Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

A PASTORAL PLAYED OUT. By M. L. Pendered. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

CHIMERA. By F. Mabel Robinson, Author of **Mr. Butler's 
Ward," &c. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

MISS GRACE OF ALL SOULS'. By W. Edwards Tire- 
buck. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

A SUPERFLUOUS WOMAN. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

TRANSITION. By the Author of "A Superfluous Woman." 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
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popular 6b. tiovclB. 

WITHOUT SIN. By Martin J. Pritchard. Crown 8vo, 

doth. 6s. 

EMBARRASSMENTS. By IIbnry James. Crown 8vo, 

doth. 6s. 
TERMINATIONS. By IIknky James. Second Edition. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6/. 

THE FAILURE OF SIBYL FLETCHER. By Adeline 

Sbrcbant. Crown 8vo, cloth. 611. 

OUT OF DUE SEASON. By Adeline Sergeant. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 6s. 

SENTIMENTAL STUDIES. By Hubert Crackanthorpe. 

Crown 8vo, cloth dr. 

THE EBB-TIDE. By Robert Louis Stevenson and Lloyd 

OsDOURNE. Crown 8voi cloth, 6s, 

THE MANXMAN. By Hall Cains. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 

THE BONDMAN. A New Saga. ByllALLCAiNE. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 6s. 

THE SCAPEGOAT. By Hall Caine. Author of "The 

Bondman," &c. Crown Bvo, cloth, 6s, 

ELDER CONKLIN; and other Stories. By Frank 

Harris. Bvo, cloth, 6s. 

THE HEAVENLY TWINS. By Sarah Grand, Author 

of " Ideala," &c. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

IDEALA. By Sarah Grand, Author of "The Heavenly 

Twins." Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

OUR MANIFOLD NATURE. Bv Sarah Grand. With 

a Portrait of the Author. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

THE STORY OF A MODERN WOMAN. By Ella 

Hbpworth Dixon. Crown 8vo, cloth, dr. 

AT THE GATE OF SAMARIA. By W. J. Locke. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 6s. 

A DAUGHTER OF THIS WORLD. By F. Batter- 

SHALL. Crown 8vo, clolh, 6s. 

THE LAST SENTENCE. By Maxwell Gray, Author 

of " The Silence of Dean Maitland," &c. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s 

THE POTTER'S THUMB. By F. A. Steel, Author of 

" From the Five Rivers," &c. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6*. 

FROM THE FIVE RIVERS. By Flora Annie Steel. 

Author of ".Miss Stuart's Legacy." Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

RELICS. Fragments of a Life. By Frances Macnab. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 6x. 
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popular 6s. VloY^ela* 

THE MASTER. By I. Zangwill. With Portrait. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 6r. 

CHILDREN OF THE GHETTO. By I. Zangwill, 

Author of "The Old Maids* Qub," &c. New Edition, with Glossary 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

THE PREMIER AND THE PAINTER. A Fantastic 
Romance. By I. Zangwill and Louis Cowen. Third Edition. Crowa 
8vo, cloth, 6s. 

THE KING OF SCHNORRERS, GROTESQUES AND 

FANTASIES. By I. Zangwill. With over Ninety Illustrations. Crown 
8vO| cloth, 6s. 

THE RECIPE FOR DIAMONDS. By C. J. Cutcliffb 

Hynb. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

THE DANCER IN YELLOW. By W. E. NoRRis. Crown 
8vo, cloth. 6s. 

A VICTIM OF GOOD LUCK. By W. E. Norris, Author 
of ** Matrimony/* &c. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6*. 

THE COUNTESS RADNA. By W. E. NoRRis, Author of 
** Matrimony," &c. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6*. 

THE NAULAHKA. A Tale of West and East. ByRUDYARD 
Kipling and Wolcott Balbstibr. ■ Second Edition. Crown 8vo» 
cloth, 6s. 

A BATTLE AND A BOY. By Blanche Willis Howard. 

With Thirty-nine Illustrations by A. Mac-Nibll-Barbour. Crown 8vo> 
cloth gilt, 6s. 

Five Shilling Volumes. 

THE ATTACK ON THE MILL. By ^mile Zola. With 

Twenty-one Illustrations, and Five exquisitely printed Coloured Plates, 
from original dravrings by E. Courboin. In One Volume, 4to, 5s. 

THE SECRET OF NARCISSE. By Edmund Gosse. 

Crown 8vo, buckram, ss, 

VANITAS. By Vernon Lee, Author of "Hauntings," &c. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s, 

Two Shillings and Six pence. 

THE TIME MACHINE. By H. G. Wells. Cloth, 2s. 6d. ; 

paper, is. 6d. 

THE DOMINANT SEVENTH: A Musical Story. By 
Katb Elizabeth Clarke. Crown 8vot cloth, 2;. 6d. 
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Ube pioneer Series* 

zamo, cloth, y. net ; or, paper covers, as. 6d. net. 

TAe AtkefUtum. — " If this series keeps up to the present high level of interest,. 
novel readers will have fresh cause for gratitude to Mr. Heinemann." 

The Daily Telegra^A.'"" Mr, Heinemann's genbl nursery of up-to-date 



romance." 



TAe Observer. — " The smart Pioneer Series." 

The Manchester Courier. — " The Pioneer Series promises to be as original as 
many other of Mr. Heinemann's ventures." 

The Glasgow Herald.—" This very clever series." 

The Sheffield Telegraph.—'' The refreshingly original Pioneer Series." 

Black and White.—*' The brilliant Pioneer Series." 

The Liverpool Mercury. — " Each succeeding issue of the Pioneer Series has 
a character of its own and a special attractiveness." 

JOANNA TRAILL, SPINSTER. By Annie E. Holds- 
worth. 

GEORGE MANDEVILLE'S HUSBAND. By C E. 

Raimond. 

THE WINGS OF ICARUS. By Laurence Alma Tadema. 

THE GREEN CARNATION. By Robert Hichens. 
AN ALTAR OF EARTH By Thymol Monk. 

A STREET IN SUBURBIA. By E. W. PuGH. 

THE NEW MOON. By C. E. Raimond. 

MILLY'S STORY. By Mrs. Montague Crackanthorpe. 

MRS. MUSGRAVE — AND HER HUSBAND. By 

' Richard Marsh. 

THE RED BADGE OF COURAGE. By Stephen Crane. 

THE DEMAGOGUE AND LADY PHAYRE. By 

William J. Locke. 

HER OWN DEVICES. By C. G. Compton. 
PAPIER MACHE. By Charles Allen. 
THE NEW VIRTUE. By Mrs. Oscar Beringer. 
ACROSS AN ULSTER BOG. By M. Hamilton. 
ONE OF GOD'S DILEMMAS. By Allen Upward. 
MAGGIE. By Stephen Crane, [in the press. 

Other Volumes to/ollow. 
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UNIFORM EDITION OF 

THE NOVELS OF BJDRNSTJERNE BJORNS 

Edited by Edmund Gossb. 
Fcap. 8vo, clothi y, net each Volume. 

Vol. I.— SYNNOV]^ SOLBAKKEN. 

With Introductory Essay by Edmund Gossb, and a Portrait of the Author. 

Vol. II.— ARNE. 
Vol. III.— A HAPPY BOY. 

TobtfolUrwedby 



•IV. THE FISHER LASS. 
V. THE BRIDAL MARCH 
AND A DAY. 



VI. MAGNHILD AND DUST 
VII. CAPTAIN MANSANA 
AND MOTHER'S HANDS. 



VIII. ABSALOM'S HAIR, AND A PAINFUL MEMORY. 

UNIFORM EDITION OF 

THE NOVELS OF IVAN TURGENEV. 

Translated by Constance Garnbtt. 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth, price ^f. net each Volume. 

Vol. L— RUDIN. 

With a Portrait of the Author and an Introduction by Stepniak. 

Vol. II.— A HOUSE OF GENTLEFOLK. 

Vol. III.— ON THE EVE. 

VoL IV.— FATHERS AND CHILDREN. 

VoL v.— SMOKE. 

Vol. VI., VII.— VIRGIN SOIL. (Two Volumes.) 

Vol. VIII., IX.— A SPORTSMAN'S SKETCHES. 

(Two Volumes). 
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l)einemann'5 international Xfbrars^ 

Edited by EDMUND GOSSE 

New Review. — " If you have aiiy pernicious remnants of iterary chauvinisin> 
I hope it will not survive the series of foreign classics of which Mr. William 
Hcinemann, aided by Mr. Edmund Gosse, is publishing translations to the great 
contentment of all lovers of literature." 

Each Volume has an Introduction specially written by the Editor. 
Price, in paper covers, or. ttd, each; or cloth, 3X. 6^ 

IN GOD'S WAY. From the Norwegian of BjOrnstjernr 
BjOrnson. 

PIERRE AND JEAN. From the French of Guy de Mau- 
passant. 

THE CHIEF JUSTICE. From the German of Karl Emil 

Franzos, Author of " For the Right," &c. 

WORK WHILE YE HAVE THE LIGHT. From the 
Russian of Count Leo Tolstoy. 

FANTASY. From the Italian of Matildk Skrao. 

FROTH. From the Spanish of Don Armando PalaciO' 

VALDiS. 

FOOTSTEPS OF FATE. From the Dutch of Loui* 

COUPERUS. 

PEPITA JIMENEZ. From the Spanish of Juan Valera. 

THE COMMODORE'S DAUGHTERS. From the Nor- 
wegian of Jonas Lie. 

THE HERITAGE OF THE KURTS. From the Norwegian 

of BjORNSTJERNE BjORNSON. 

LOU. From the German of Baron Alexander von Roberts. 

DONA LUZ. From the Spanish of Juan Valera. 

THE JEW. From the Polish of Joseph Ignatius Kraszewskl 

UNDER THE YOKE. From the Bulgarian of Ivan Vazoff. 

FAREWELL LOVE ! From the Italian of Matildb Serao. 

THE GRANDEE. From the Spanish of Don Armando 
Palacio-Vald6s. 

A COMMON STORY. From the Russian of Gontcharoff. 
WOMAN'S FOLLY. From the Italian of Gemma Ferruggia. 

SIREN VOICES (NIELS LYHNE). From the Danish of 
J. G. Jacobsen. 

In preparation, 

N I O B E . Frc m the Norwegian of Jonas Lie. 
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popular 3B. 66» Hovels. 

THE REDS OF THE MIDI, an Episode of the French 

Revolution. Translated from the Provengal of Fdlix Gras. By Mrs 
Catherine A. Janvier. 

ELI'S DAUGHTER. By J. H. Pearce, Author of ** Incon- 
sequent Lives." 

INCONSEQUENT LIVES. A Village Chronicle. By J. H. 
Pbarce, Author of "Esther Pentreath," &c 

HER OWN FOLK. (En Famille.) By Hector Malot, 

Author of " No Relations." Translated by Lady Mary Lovd. 

•CAPT'N DAVY'S HONEYMOON, The Blind Mother, 
and The Last Confession. By Hall Cainb, Author of " The Bondman," 
"The Scapegoat," &c 

.A MARKED MAN : Some Episodes in his Life. By Ada 
Cambridge, Author of "A Little Minx," "The Three Miss Kings," 
" Not All in Vain," &c. 

^HE THREE MISS KINGS. By Ada Cambridge. 

A LITTLE MINX. By Ada Cambridge. 

NOT ALL IN VAIN. By Ada Cambridge. 

A KNIGHT OF THE WHITE FEATHER. By Tasma, 
Author of "The Penance of Portia James,** "Uncle Piper of Piper's 
HUl." &c. 

«UNCLE PIPER OF PIPER'S HILL. By Tasma. 
THE PENANCE OF PORTIA JAMES. By Tasma. 

THE COPPERHEAD ; and other Stories of the North 
during the American War. By Harold Frederic, Author of "The 
Return of the O'Mahony," " In the Valley," &c. 

^HE RETURN OF THE O'MAHONY. By Harold 

Frederic, Author of " In the Valley," &c. With Illustrations. 

IN THE VALLEY. By Harold Frederic, Author of 

" The Lawton Girl," " Seth's Brother's Wife," &c. With Illustrations. 

THE SURRENDER OF MARGARET BELLARMINE. 

By Adeline Sergeant, Author of "The Story of a Penitent Soul." 

^HE STORY OF A PENITENT SOUL. Being the 
Private Papers of Mr. Stephen Dart, late Minister at Lynnbrid^e, in the 
County of Lincoln. By Adeline Sergeant, Author of " No Saint," &c. 

^HE O'CONNORS OF BALLINAHINCH. By Mrs. 
Hungerford, Author of " Molly Bawn," &c. 

NOR WIFE, NOR MAID. By Mrs. Hungerford, Author 

of " Molly Bawn," &c. 

-THE HOYDEN. By Mrs. Hungerford. . 

MAMMON. A Novel. By Mrs. Alexander, Author of "The 

Wooing Ot," &c. 

DAUGHTERS OF MEN. By Hannah Lynch, Author of 

" The Prince of the Glades," &c 
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popular 35« 6&« morels* 

THE TOWER OF TADDEO. By Ouida, Author of " Two 

Little Wooden Shoes," &c. New Edition. 

AVENGED ON SOCIETY. By H. F. Wood, Author of 
" The Englishman of the Rue Cain," " The Passenger from Scotland 
Yard 

APPASSION ATA : A Musician's Story, By Elsa D'Esterr 
Keeling. 

A COMEDY OF MASKS. By Ernest Dowson and 
Arthur Moore. 

A ROMANCE OF THE CAPE FRONTIER. By Bertram 

Mitford, Author of "Through the Zulu Country," &c. 

'TWEEN SNOW AND FIRE. A Tale of the Kafir War of 
1877. By Bertram Mitford. 

ORIOLE'S DAUGHTER. By Jessie Fothergill, Author 

of "The First Violin." &c. 

THE MASTER OF THE MAGICIANS. By Elizabeth 
Stuart Phelps and Herbert D. Ward. 

THE HEAD OF THE FIRM. Bv Mrs. Riddell, Author 
of *' George Geith," '* Maxwell Drewett,''^&c 

A CONSPIRACY OF SILENCE. By G. Colmore, 
Author of "A Daughter of Music," &c. 

A DAUGHTER OF MUSIC. By G. Colmore, Author of 

*' a Conspiracy of Silence." # 

ACCORDING TO ST. JOHN. By AmIlie Rives, Author 

of " The Quick or the Dead." 

KITTY'S FATHER. By Frank Barrett, Author of 

"The Admirable Lady Biddy Fane," &c. 

THE JUSTIFICATION OF ANDREW LEBRUN. By 

F. Barrett. 

A QUESTION OF TASTE. By Maarten Maartens, 

Author of "An Old Maids Love," &c. 

COME LIVE WITH ME AND BE MY LOVE. By 
Robert Buchanan, Author of "The Moment After," **The Coming 
Terror," &c. 



DONALD MARCY. By Elizabeth Stuart Phelps, 

Author of "The Gates Ajar,*^ &c. 

IN THE DWELLINGS OP SILENCE. A Romance 
of Russia. By Walker Kennedy. 

LOS CERRITOS. A Romance of the Modern Time. By 
Gertrude Franklin Atherton, Author of " Hermia Suydam," and 
" What Dreams may Come." 
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Sbort Stories in ®ne Volume* 

Three Shillings and Sixpence each. 

WRECKAGE, and other Stories. By Hubert Crackan- 

THORPE. Second Edition. 

MADEMOISELLE MISS, and other Stories. By Henry 

Harland, Author of " Mea Culpa," &c. 

THE ATTACK ON THE MILL, and other Sketches 

of War. By Emilb Zola. With an Essay on the short stories oi M. 
Zola by Edmund Gosse. 

THE AVERAGE WOMAN. By Wolcott Balestier. 

With an Introduction by Hbnry Jambs. , 

BLESSED ARE THE POOR. By FRAN901S Copp£e. 
With an Introduction by T. P. O'Connor. 

PERCHANCE TO DREAM, and other Stories. By Mar- 
CARET S. Briscoe. 

WRECKERS AND METHODISTS. Cornish Stories. By 
H. D. LowRY. 

popular Sbillitid ISoofts* 

PRETTY MISS SMITH. By Florence Warden, Author 

of "The House on the Marsh," "A Witch of the Hills," &c. 
MADAME VALERIE. By F. C. Philips, Author of " As 

in a Looking'Glass," &c. 

THE MOMENT AFTER: A Tale of the Unseen. By 
Robert Buchanan. 

CLUES ; or, Leaves from a Chief Constable's Note- Book. 
By William Henderson, Chief Constable of Edinburgh. 



THE NORTH AMERICAN REVIEW. 

Edited by Lloyd Bryce. 

Published monthly. • Price 25. 6d. 

THE NEW REVIEW. 

IVEfV SERIES. 

Edited by W. E. Henley. 

Published Monthly, price is. 
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